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No. 937 


SLIM 
CHICK 


Alluring for business or 
any occasion, You'll hear AH'S 
in this TWO PIECE GABAR- 
DINE or FAILLE SUIT. Girls 
will envy the smartly tailored 
jacket with its delicate TRIM- 
MED STRIPE outline and an 
array of novelty buttons. 


In lovely: Black, Brown, 
Rose, Gray, Aqua 
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g Please send me the following dresses in 


8 within 10 days for refund 
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Dept. Tc-10 | 
275 Seventh Ave., New York 1, N. Y. | 
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A Style No. 930 


A 
\ ces are yours with this most 
‘ exciting FAILLE TAFFETA 
dress, made especially for 
your figure. Full cut luxurious 
shirred SATIN inserts . . . in 
lovely contrasting colors. Full- 
est of full dancing and party 
skirt. Bewitching off shoulder 
cut. Touched off with flower 
and Pearl Like buttons. 


In Sweetheart: Black, Rose, 
Peacock,” American Beauty 
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Styviz No. 754—Sklyark's success 
suit with becoming lines in window 
and plain rayon menswear 
suiting. Lavish with details that 
high—jaunty reveres, 

turn-back adjustable cuffs, peari 


usually come 






platter buttons. Grey, brown. 


Styvie No. 764—Tier-Tucked Bon- 
bon . . . Skylark’s sweet treat that 
does the most wonderful thi 
for your curves! Copy of an Italian 
“masterpiece.” Rayon crepe in 
hampagne 


black, navy, grey, c 
beige. 


One Suit Wardrobe — In- 
spired by Paris . . . slimming 
jacket, trim skirt and fully 
lined cape with crescent pin. 
The suit, stunning on its 
own .. . striking with the 
cape, which tops other suits 
and dresses, too! Finest 
men’s wear suiting. 


Styte No. 765—In brown 
and beige, black and grey, 
as shown. 


Styvte No. 775 — In solid 
mavy or brown with light 
line pattern. 


"Skylark Origi " mig 


Styvie No. 762—This dress 











is a two-way wonder, with 


and velvet handspan waister 
and whirling flirt of a skirt. 
Exquisite rayon satin in 
black, slate blue, red, egg- 
sheli. 


Stviz No. 763—The same 
= in sparkling gold and 
silver plaid on green, black 
or brown iridescent rayon 
taffeta with velvet shrug and 
cinch-belt. 
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NEW Sophisticated HAIR IDEAS 
by Miss TRESS 


POODLE 


Double weft, 
double row of 
special French 
poodle curls for 
short or long hair. 


$6.95 



















True feminine charm jE 
in a large 6-inch 
round figure six 
chignon. Can be re- 
set in a moment. 


$2.50 




















BEAU 
CURLS 
Beautifying clus- 
ter of 20 indi- 
vidual puff curis. 
Simple to pin on. 
$6.95 

















BONNIE 
GLAMOUR 


AND FLOWER 
COMBINATION 
Soft, flowing 
glamour. 20” x 
22” long. Covers 
entire head. Clip- 
on flowered half- 
hat can be worn 
separately. 

$7.95 
complete 
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Mixed greys of all styles $1.75 extra. SAT- 
A lata GUARANTEED OR MONEY 
ACK. 


MISS TRESS BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 
(Dept. TC10) 307 Lenox Ave., New York, N. Y. 
Please send me the following as indicated: 
STYLE QUANTITY | STYLE 

| French Poodle _ | 

| Surprise Chignon 
Beau Curis 
| Bonnie Glamour | 
Send C.0.D. I enclose $1 deposit. I'll pay postman 
balance plus postage. I enclose full amount $........ 
You pay postage. 
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FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
Love Cheat 17 


Just when wedding bells were to ring for Greg and Enid, a siren set a trap. 
Enid almost lost Greg, but something told her to hope. 


Ageny Life Changed My Husband. ...... 2.2... sccccscvcsesccsvccscecss 22 
If Ada had dreamed the service would change Luther so, she might have prayed 
for him to forget to come back home. 


POF ETRE COEUR TOTO ee 26 
Ethel snubbed her fellow students whose families were poor. When one of them 
took Johnny away from Ethel, she learned about democracy. 
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When Julian’s sister started staying out nights, he decided to make her reform. 
The trouble was he wasn’t exactly a saint himself. 


Se NEED CUI 6 onc savnessccennss sevenedshevepeceegen se teheee « 34 
Maybelle forgot her marriage vows when an old lover returned. But disillusion 
and shame pointed the road back to decency. 
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Travelling in high diplomatic circles calls for care in dress, but so does Mrs. 
Tan America’s daily routine, says noted woman leader. 


What I Want In A Wife—By William Marshall... ........0000 eee eeeeeeees 28 
When yow’re in show business, choosing a mate isn’t the easiest task in the world, 
says handsome Lydia Bailey star, William Marshall. 
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Letters To 
The Editor 


WANTS PAL CLUB 


I had written to your sister magazine, Ebony, 
some time ago about a suggestion similar to 
one suggested by one of your readers in the 
July issue of Tan, but I have never seen my 
suggestion published. 

I think a Tan Pal Club would be just the 
thing. I like the idea very much and I am very 
much interested so are lots of other girls here 
in Panama. Please get it started soon. 

I also think that names, addresses and ages 
would be all that would be necessary right 
now. Photographs could be sent upon request 
of the pen pal. This type of service would be 
very humanitarian and would help to add a 
great deal of prestige to your magazine. 

Eileen Savage 
Cristobal, Canal Zone 


I was reading the “Letters to The Editors” 
column and came upon the suggestion of a Tan 
Pal Club made by Miss Williams. I think it 
is a very good idea. You see, we are in the 
Air Force down here in Texas and let me tell 
you it is not too good for us. Most of the 
boys are from New York and this is like a 
new life to us. 

We have a lot of time to write. We go to 
school six hours a day, and would like to meet 
new friends. 

A/3 Robert W. Johnson 
A/3 Julius Thompson 
Sheppard AFB, Texas 


I, like many of my friends, am a constant 
reader of your magazine. In all sincerity we 
are unable to express the many hours of en- 
joyment derived from reading what we consider 
the best book of its kind ever published. 

One of the letters in your July issue which 
attracted our attention most was the one sug- 
gesting a Tan Pal Club. We are very anxious 
to join a club of that sort. We in Korea would 
like very much to meet and correspond with 
some of the girls back home. 

Letter-writing being our favorite pastime as 
well as our greatest morale builder, we strong- 
ly urge that this plan be put into effect as soon 
as possible. 

Cpl. Carl B. Alexander 
Songhyon-ni, Korea 


CALLS RACE JEALOUS 


As a Negro I really enjoy reading Negro 
magazines and | enjoy hearing or seeing Ne- 
groes get something of their own. But as a 
Negro I think the world is like it is today be- 
cause each race hates or is jealous of the other, 
and is always trying to hurt the other. 

If I were you I wouldn’t print some of the 
stories or letters you print. It is terribly piti- 
ful the way we human beings discriminate 
against one another. So I wouldn’t distinguish 
as to race or color. 

Mrs. Ida Mae Boswell 
Baton Rouge, La. 


THINKS WE’RE COLORSTRUCK 


I have been a reader of Tan for over a year 
and have found the stories very enjoyable. 
However, I would like to mention one objection 
I have to the stories in general. 

I notice that in a good many of your stories 
you have the pretty girl described as “light 
skinned” or “olive tan” or “cream colored.” 
Are you trying to say that the only pretty girls 
are light skinned? I’ve seen some very attrac- 
tive dark brown complexioned girls and some 
very unattractive light brown girls. So why 








Don’t Be 
HALF-SAFE 





Beneath your arms are 


DANGEROUS CURVES 
Safe only when dry! 








New Cream Deodorant Proved 
53% MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRYand ODORLESS 





Read these facts that doctors know! 
Learn how this new Cream Deodorant, 
Used daily, does MORE for you 


If you want to be sure that your person and your 
clothes are safe from underarm perspiration stains 
and odor, read these facts that doctors know. To 
be effective, your deodorant must keep underarms 
dry and odorless and save your clothes from 
stains. Tests prove that Arrid Cream Deodorant, 
used daily, protects you these 5 ways: 

1. Prevents the appearance of underarm 
perspiration, keeps underarms dry by super-effec- 
tive anti-perspirant action. 

2. Removes odor from perspiration instantly, 
surely on contact. Keeps underarms sweet. Has 
antiseptic action, prevents odor-forming bacteria. 
3. Gives 53% more security! 114 times as 
effective as any other leading deodorant tested; 
24 times as effective as chlorophyll. 

4. Safe for clothes. Does not rot dresses or 
men’s shirts. 

5. A pure, white, stainless vanishing cream. 
Preferred by 117,000 nurses. Arrid contains 





Creamogen, won't dry out in jar. 


No wonder men and women by the millions 
are turning to new creamy Arrid. Use it daily — 
proved more effective. Don’t be half-safe! Never 
worry again about perspiration stains or under- 
arm odor. Use Arrid to be sure. Only 43¢ for the 
big 2 month jar. 


Miore men and women 


use ARRID than any other deodorant! 


Se smooth, so creamy, so easy to apply 
DON’T BE HALF-SAFE. USE ARRID—TO BE SURE! 

































Protects twice 
as long! Vi 
Hampton, model, 
Leeacgs N. ob 
says. “In my 

often wear ex- 
pensive clothes. 
I've got to be sure 
my underarm deodorant not only 
protects me from embarrassing odor, 
but keeps my underarms dry, too. 
From experience, I've found that 
Arrid protects me best! It keeps me 
attractive!” 


Don’t let stains 
from underarm 
perspiration ruin 
yourclothes! Keep 
underarms dry by 
using new creamy 
Arrid every day! 
Safe for finest 
rics. 





























y good-bye to lonelines® 
say hello to lovelines* 














hilinrlen 
CREAM 


GUARANTEES RESULTS FROM JUST ONE JAR! 


See for yourself what millions 
have already proven about the 
wonderful bleaching and clearing 
action of NADINOLA Cream. See 
how it gives your skin that 
creamier, brighter, clearer ap- 
pearance that makes you look 
your best—makes your life sud- 
denly more exciting—so that 
men look at you with new inter- 
est and women say, “how lucky 
she is to have such lovely skin!” 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream 
coutalasieall: nogrease. 
Lightensskin and lessens 
shine at the same 

time. 75¢ and $1.25. 


he 
Sanrmett 





NADINOLA works so fast, results 
are guaranteed from just one jar! 
Use it to lighten your complexion, 
to loosen blackheads, to make 
your skin feel softer and smooth- 
er, look clearer and lovelier. 
There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA 
—one specially for oily skin, the 
other for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleach- 
ing and clearing action, both 
fully guaranteed. Get NADINOLA! 


FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever- 
famous Nadi 
Bleaching Cream is 


metic oils to relieve 
dryness. 60¢ and $1. 
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Learn Profitable Protession 
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A The College of Swedish Massage 
Dept. 246M, 41 E. Pearson, Chicagoil 
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New Easy Way Gives You f- 


HOT WATER 


Portabl % 
ives 
now 
“4 og “Re onty $98 





money! AC or DC. Just 


ves 
follow SIMPLE DIRECTIONS. Order NOW 
SEND NO MONEY 2us* only 81 a 98 plus ¢ €.0.D. post. 
age. Sati: or return in ys for money back. 


sfaction or 
RAPID SPECIALTIES co, ‘Bent. HB-1583 
Grand Rapids 2, Mich 





Letters Continued 


make a great distinction there as far as looks 

are concerned. Are you trying to make the 
dark girl feel inferior? 

Irma Stevens 

Milford, Delaware 


CHILD OF SHAME 


I have just finished reading Tan and I must 
say the story, “Child of Shame” was really out 
of this world. Although I would like to ex- 
press some of my complaints about other 
stories. Why does TAN only print stories of 
rich people and neglect the common every-day 
life of people? I do think Tan would be much 
more interesting if you based your stories on 
common people as well as rich. 

PFC William W. Thomas 
Cpl. Theolis Stenson 
Alaska 


TOO WILD FOR LOVE 


I am seventeen and a reader of Tan. It is 

a very good magazine. I especially liked the 

story “Too Wild For Love.” I wish you could 

print more articles like this in each issue. So 
I say keep up the good work. We need it. 

Esther Mae Frisco 

Marksville, Louisiana 


THINKS STORIES HELP 


I have just finished reading your June and 
July issues of TaN and I have really enjoyed 
every story that I read. They have some good 
moral values in them and should be of great 
help to our young people in molding better 


characters. 
S. W. Spann 
Boley, Oklahoma 


LIKED POETRY 


I, as an individual reader, would like to 
know why you do not publish the Poems of 
Devotion. I have a love for poems and would 
like to see them appear in your next issue, if 


possible. 
Ethel Wims 
Rockville, Maryland 


I’ve read every issue of your wonderful maga- 
zine, and I think it’s tops. But like Mrs. Al- 
bert Taylor of Harrodsburg, Ky., I, too, would 
like to know what happened to the “Poems of 
Devotion?” 

Won’t you bring them back? 

Mrs. Emma Parks 
Stone Mountain, Georgia 


CALLS TAN POPULAR 


I have traveled for the last two years to 
various places over the United States and Can- 
ada. And the most popular magazine was TAN. 
We sure enjoy reading them. I have found 
many other readers that think it is the most 
exciting and fascinating book on the market. 
Keep up the good work. 

Daisy Mae Slaughter 
Jackson, Mississippi 


HAS COLOR PROBLEM 


My problem is one that your magazine has 
never written up but that ought to be done be- 
cause there are many girls like me. I am a 
good looking woman, have high school educa- 
tion, a really good job. But, I am black. 

Because I am black the yellow girls laughed 
at me at school and would never let me join 
their clubs. Now that I am out of school and 
in love I find the man I love won’t marry me 
because I’m black and if we should marry he 
won’t let me have babies. They would be black 
too, he said. 

Light colored Negroes are, after all, ill- 
begotten because there was much going on be- 
tween masters and slaves:and so I have much 
more to be proud of than they have, but I am 
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not really proud. - Nou F ‘s . fo 
ee re ow-/ Easier, surer protection for 


I know all embarrass me. They don’t mean to 


do it all the time, but sometimes they say oa e e 
“black is evil.” T T t bl m 

Dark men don’t want to marry me and light your mos in ima e marriage pro e 
men won't. My boy friend, who is fair, doesn’t 
treat me the way he treats light girls and he 
excuses himself for going out with me by say- 
ing “the blacker the berry the sweeter the 
juice.” This only humiliates memakes me 
think yellow people are evil. 

Please try to find some one who has a prob- 
lem like mine and have them write their story 
about it. 

I am 29 aad very shapely. 

Geraldine Harkey 
Trenton, New Jersey 


SONNY TIL 

Just a note in hopes that you will publish 
this for the benefit of Mr. Sonny Til and others 
like him. 

In as few words as possible I would like to 
state that Mr. Til has made a grave error in 
saying that women go for him. The proper 
thing for him to have said is “Why Some 
Women Go For Me.” 

As far as I and my club members are con- 
cerned he and his group are just another sing- 
ing group that has talent and the right agent. 

Please publish this so that he will come 
out of the clouds and act normal instead of as 


though he is “Mr. It.” 
Mrs. M. G. 


Los Angeles, California 





I have read each issue of your fine magazine 
and I enjoy it very much. 

I especially enjoy the articles you feature by 
the famous recording artists like Bobby Lucas, 
Thelma Carpenter, Sonny Til and Dinah Wash- 
ington. 





. You have a wonderful magazine and each . 

issue becomes more interesting. I hope you 1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 

will feature articles by Charles Brown, Billy : 

Ward of the Dominoes, Ella Fitzgerald, Toni Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 

Harper and others. actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
James Boyer melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 


Winter Park, Florida 


For quite a long time I have been buying 


your magazine and I have found your stories 2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 


very interesting. However, when I bought your 
August issue consisting of Sonny Til’s story Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
“Why Women Go For Me” I expected a story : P eee 
written by a conceited man. But, as I read found to be more effective than anything it 

I began to understand it was a story of a man had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 

who analyzed the situation instead of consider- deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 


ing himself God’s gift to womanhood. 
I hope you will have other stories similar to 

yet they have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” 

odor themselves. 


Sonny’s by other recording artists. 
3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Della G. Clemons 
Cleveland, Ohio 
TRINIDAD READER 
After reading my first Tan, I was very glad 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 


per-nits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 





to hear about Negroes like myself. All the 
rest of my friends in Trinidad enjoy it too. 

Lucille Joseph 

Trinidad, British West Indies 


CONVINCED MOTHER 

















My mother used to object to my reading keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
TAN because me — pny gy give me - oY, cheus ia hatte al €2 and 36. 
wrong ideas. confess that I used to snea TESTED by Doctors 
to read your magazine. But now mother ad- 4 ef eta sae eeeeeeeeeeeeeee 
mits that, while your stories tell about the bad Y ° -e 
things people do, they always point out that TRUSTED by Women > FREE jdlemmetion Stel booklet ° 
the wrong way doesn’t pay. So she’s happy to h wus red ane : s 
‘ me read TAN. Just thought you'd like to ° ita Shomem, to: —_ TN-210  . 
now. » . Com ’ - 
Catherine Wild NEW IMPROVED : ener oe ery” 
Brooklyn, New York NORFORMS a Sa ee M4 
LIKES TEEN TALK ee: : 
I certainly would like to meet the lady who E © 
writes Teen Talk. She’s down to earth and VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES <—_° . 
not preachy. I think she’d make a wonderful “ : 
mother and companion. - City Zone. _State ° 
Adelaide Brooks s eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee 4 
New Haven, Connecticut 
7 
















OVER 5! MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 


If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK 4x9 WHITE 


OINTMENT 











Amazing HIDEAWAY NU-YUTH 

curves instead of sagging, 
midriff adjusts to mo! 

Enjoy sweet sixteen separation and firmness. 

LOOK SLIMMER — YOUNGER — MORE ATTRACTIVE 

Special design control cups, for maximum support 

separation, chafe proof seams. 

2. Exclusive, ———-. midriff gives 


unsightly “tires,” without bindin: 
and discomforts. Super pre shru 
deloth 


Sizes 34-52 Cups 8, C, D $2.98. 


, N.Y. 
Send my “‘NU-YUTH” Bra by return moil. If 
am not 100% delighted I'll send it back in 1 


days for 1 purchase price refund. 


c : 
~) Send C.0.D. I'll pay postman $2 
} | enclose $2.98. You pay postage. 








TEEN 
TALK 








By Jane Walters 


SMOKE RINGS 


Breathes there a kid who’s so blasé 
He never dreamed of that big day 
When he would to a stranger say, 
“Mister, got a light?” 


And the same goes for the young fe- 
male. 

Smoking, like drinking, dating and 
driving the one-garage car poses one of 
the major parent-papoose problems. It 
can precipitate a clan crisis as well as 
mark the turning point from adolescence 
to adulthood. It can break up a happy 
family but it can also be solved with the 
simple flick of the ash at the tip of that 
first fag fire. 

With mother, grandmother and 50 
million other Americans, laying down 
their own smoke screens all over the liv- 
ing room and even the pastor of Second 
Methodist puffing quietly away at a stogie 
as he sits on his front porch, a good 
many teen-agers are faced not with the 
question of “shall I smoke,” but “when 
shall I begin?” 

The horrors of nicotine and the disas- 
trous results of the “coffin nail” that 
leads to stunted growth and an early 
grave, are seldom mentioned nowadays 
as arguments against hitting the weed. 
And although there are the beginnings 
of new murmurs in some medical circles 
against the cigarette as a serious detri- 
ment to health, smoking is thought of 
these days as more a habit than a vice. 

Papa is so worried over the possibility 
of his child embracing marijuana that 
he hardly lifts an eyebrow when blue 
clouds float from under your nursery 
door. And mother is more hot and both- 
ered about the ashes you drop on the 
Oriental rug and the holes you burn in 
the upholstery than the number of pack- 
ages you consume each day. 

There are homes, however, where 
smoking by the junior brigade is bitter 
banana even for the male heir. And 


daughter, bless her heart, wouldn’t dare! 


If your parents are of the no-youngun- 
of-mine-will-ever-smoke school, you have 
three alternatives: thrash it out with 
them, sneak your smokes, or don’t smoke 
at all. The only reason you want to light 
up in the first place is because “every- 
body (well, practically everybody) is 
doing it.” It is the age-old argument of 
conforming to the actions of the crowd. 
Smoking, you hope, gives you that 
grown-up, sophisticated appearance. It 
gives you something to do with those 
three hands and five feet that make teen- 
age life so cumbersome. Fussing with a 
match or lighter and a pack often takes 
attention away from awkward moments. 

But really, now, do you honestly want 
to smoke? Do you actually enjoy it? 
Couldn’t you possibly do without it? If 
you go out for the track or football team, 
coach will make you swear off during 
training. When you seek a job, you will 
find that there are many offices that for- 
bid (especially women) employees smok- 
ing at their desks. You can’t smoke on 
the school premises, either. 

If you are determined to be hard- 
headed about the matter, decide it makes 
no difference what Mama don’t allow, 
you're going to have your smokes any- 
how, then you will find yourself with 
few times, when or places where you can 
do your sinning. 

The answer to the teen-age smoking 
problem is the same as the answer to all 
other $64 “can I?” questions: have a 
little talk with your Board of Control. 
Don’t fly off the handle and shout, “I’m 
going to smoke and you can’t stop me!” 
True you can and they can’t, but what 
does it get you? Mother and father be- 
come suspicious. They begin to distrust 
you. In turn you resent their attitudes 
and hate yourself for disobeying. 

Successfully hiding cigarettes, dispel- 
ling smoke rings and disguising smoke 
breath from the family is good training 
for deception in other things. If you find 
you cannot use the pipe of peace in nego- 
tiations with the (Continued on Page 64) 
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By Dan Burley 


_ WARD, pianist, composer, ex- 
prizefighter, arranger, artist, vocal 
coach, and leader right now is on top of 
the world of records. As top man in the 
singing Dominoes, he has brought that 
group of sensational young singers to 
fame in the short span of two years. 
No rags to riches saga, the story of 
Billy Ward, nevertheless, is one worth 
noting if one is seeking the lowdown on 


the Dominoes for he is Mr. Domino, 


himself. From Los Angeles, Ward is a 
preacher’s son. His mother sang in the 
choir. 


Billy was a child soprano at six, stud- 
ied piano, organ and harmony when he 
was 13, began composing at 14. He won 
a citywide high school competition with 
a serious piece named Dejection. Walter 
Damrosch, famed conductor, was head 
of the contest judges and said young 
Ward had a bright future as a composer. 

Multi-talented Billy Ward studied 
Commercial Art at Chicago’s Art Insti- 
tute, went to New York following the 
war after seeing army service in Europe 
as a lieutenant. Incidentally, it was in 
Europe that he won an army lightweight 
boxing championship. In New York he 
coached students and arranged at a Car- 
negie Hall studio. At about this time, 
the idea for a vocal group developed into 
a rehearsal with four untrained singers. 
An Arthur Godfrey talent radio and TV 
show started them off. 

The first recording contract for the 
Dominoes saw the Federal Recording 
Company writ- (Continued on Page 55) 











Blemishes*. “Until I tried Noxzema my 
skin often broke out in annoying blem- 


ishes*,” says lovely Florence Garnett of § 


the Bronx, New York City. “But I find 
‘cream-washing’ with Noxzema helps my 
complexion look much softer, smoother and 
fresher. I’ve never found a finer cream.” 


Look lovelier inlOdays 








~ DOCTORS HOME FACIAL 


or your money back! 


@ Women all over the United States 
have tested this quick, sensible skin care 
and report thrilling results! 


If you would like to help your skin 
look fresher, lovelier, try Noxzema’s 
Home Beauty Routine. Surveys show 
that women in every part of the country 
are switching to this fast, easy skin care 
developed by a doctor. 


Hundreds of letters praise Noxzema’s 
quick help for many annoying complex- 
ion problems—rough, dry, lifeless skin, 
externally-caused blemishes, etc. Many 
others express delight because Noxzema 
helps their skin look fresher, smoother, 
lovelier—and helps keep it that way. 


No matter how many other creams 
you have used, try Noxzema. It’s a 
medicated formula. That’s one secret of 
its amazing effectiveness. And Noxzema 
is greaseless, too! No smeary face! No 
stained, messy pillow. 


Noxzema works or money back! 
In clinical tests, it helped 4 out of 5 
women with skin problems to lovelier 
looking skin. Try it for 10 days, then look 
in your mirror. If not delighted, return 
jar to Noxzema, Baltimore. Your money 
back! Take advantage of money-saving 
offer at right. Get Noxzema today! 


Leek levelier—or me cost! 
Follow this simple beauty routine! 


~*~ 


Morning: 1. For thorough 
cleansing, apply Noxzema lib- 
erally to face and neck. Then 
with a cloth wrung out in 
warm water wash your face 
«~ with Noxzema as if using soap 
; and water. How fresh and 
clean * ‘cream-washing” makes your skin look. 
No dry, drawn feeling afterwards! 
2. Apply Noxzema as a greaseless powder base. 










Evening: 3.“Cream-wash” 
again with greaseless Noxzema. 
See how completely it washes 
away make-up and dirt. 

4. Apply Noxzema as your 
night cream to help keep your 
skin looking soft and smooth. . 
Pat a bit extra over any blemishes* to help 
heal them. It’s medicated—that’s one secret! 


And it’s greaseless, too. No smeary face! No 
messy pillow! *externally-caused 
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Style No. 132... $995 





SPARKLE JEWELED BE-BOP 


1/4 Glamorous, glittering Bop-Top. Sil- $495 


} ver sparkles shine like jewels. Amber 
or Brown frame. Clear or Green lens. Style #516A 
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oe IS surpassed in impor- 

tance as a month for marriage and 
romance only by June, the traditionally 
ideal time for mating. There is an his- 
torical as well as astrological reason for 
October’s preeminence. Throughout the 
ages, the harvest time has been celebrated 
in many nations at colorful festivities 
which gave young and older people a 
chance to renew the close friendships 
which existed before the long, hard weeks 
of gathering in the crop. During the har- 
vest season, there was little time for 
social gatherings to take place. But aft- 
erward, there was release and with it, 
revelry. 

Astrologically, the sign of the Zo- 
diac, Libra, symbol of marriage and 
partnership, is located in that part of 
the heavens known as the October sun, 
which seems to spur along friendship, 
harmony, social activities. 

The desire for romance is likely to be 
felt deeply during this month. It will be 
manifested most clearly by those persons 
who are naturally affectionate and out- 
going. But others, who are high strung 
and touchy will be affected differ- 
ently. Their emotions, which are always 
strained, will be excited by the electro- 
magnetic waves of the planet combina- 
tions, and find themselves wanting to fall 
in love at first sight or marry on the spur 
of the moment. On the other hand, some 
of these people will unexpectedly break 
engagements or friendships without any 
explanation at all. 

The position of Mars in Saggitarius 
brings ardent and tempestuous romantic 
inclinations to the fore. Generally there 
will be a necessity to choose between 
competing (Continued on Page 64) 
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By Frances Jackson 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

Right now I am passing through the 
most trying experience of my life. I am 
a white girl, 21 years old, very much in 
love with a young Negro who wants to 
marry me. People in my hometown 
(Saint John’s, Newfoundland), includ- 
ing my family, are all against me. Yet, 
I cannot give him up. We see each other 
on the sly and have to make forbidden 
love which causes heartaches to both of 
us. Please tell me what you think of this 
affair, and what we ought to do. 

Viola 

Dear Viola: 

Your “heartaches” couldn’t be much 
worse if you were married. At least, 
they would be legalized. Why not marry 
the man if you love him, and move to 
some place where people are too busy to 
pay so much attention to your business? 
In a larger city, things ought to be a bit 
simpler. But, the success of your mar- 
riage will depend, ultimately, upon your 
strength, your determination to remain 
together no matter what anyone else 
says or thinks. 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a single girl and have never been 
married. I have met several nice fel- 
lows, but most of the men I know are 
all of one sort—they want to go to a 
hotel or rooming house with every girl 
they take out. Is petting absolutely nec- 
essary before a girl can get a husband? 
Some people tell me it is. Others say no. 
What is your opinion? 

I don’t want to appear to be a prude. 
What would you suggest to a girl in a 
spot like this? J.B. 
(Continued on Page 55) 
















Does your figure fit the fashion as well as your clothes? 
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Picking an underfashion isn’t enough anymore 
— it must be selected to give you the smooth, 
new, unbroken silhouette! And anyone can 
have today’s trim, tapered, pencil slim shape 
with remarkably different SHAPE-O-LETTE. 
Just ZIP for instant FIT! No more stretching, 
straining . . . no more cup pinching . . . no 
bulges, rolls—anywhere! Powerful, all Lastex 
action-back provides firm comfortable sup- 
port without ugly crease marks. Here is an 
ingenious all-in-one that is altogether the 


season’s most daring, most exciting figure- satan 
builder. Best of all—sensationally new, wonder- ae 
fitting, front-zipper SHAPE-O-LETTE costs little ‘ meng 


more than longline bra alone! 


WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
Acup, 32-36 B cup, 34-49 C cup, 36-42 
Send no money! Satisfaction anal 


WILCO FASHIONS CO., Dept. TF125 
45 E. i7th St., N. Y. C 


Yes! Please rush your Front-Zip SHAPE-O-LETTE 
at 5.95. 


cuP___Size____ist Color Choice____. 2nd. 









5 1 enclose 5.95. Le = tage. © Send ee 
€.0.D. | will pay postage. 5° 2 
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Money-Back Guarantee! If not delighted, | may return in 10 days! 





front conforms to any plunge neckline. 
Adjustable straps included. 














with the 
Glorious Vew 
**TUMMY-FLATTENER 
Only $998 


Clasp hands acress abdomen as 
shown, press up and in. Feel 
good? That's how you feel 
the instant you put on the 
exciting, new TUMMY-FLAT- 
TENER. Appear slimmer in- 
stantly! Supports every move- 
ment. Complete with detach- 
able garters, changeable 
crotch piece. 

WARD GREEN Co., 


Dept. T-7810 ee oe ee 
113 West 57th Street, New York 19, 


b Ve 
Rush my TUMMY-FLATTENER in pease WRAPPER ON AP- 
PROVAL by Return Mail. I'll pay postman $2.98 plus postage. 
if not thrilled and delighted with results, | may return in 
10 days for immediate refund of purchose price. 
(Sizes 37 and up $3.98. Extra crotch pieces 50¢ each) 


Wallet MORI. oc vcccccccccccccvecccccccescccesccscese 
DC | enclose $2.98 (extra large sizes 37 and up $3.98). You 
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10 DAYS FREE TRIAL! SEND NO MONEY! 
See the amazing difference with your own 


eyes. Try TUMMY-FLATTENER at our expensel Bo ee 

If not delighted with thrilling results, return Name. POCO e OOOOH ESET HE EEHH EHH EDEHEEH ESE EES 
on 10 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE offer! Se isnndivcsdsiuescaeukcmnean aT EET: 
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WAVE A NIGHT OUT?) 


Doris tried to cure boredom by cheating on her husband, 
but the man she picked to cheat with turned out to be rare. 


|: DDIE’S ARMS were around me 
* tightly. His face was close to mine. 
eyes burned with a hot intenseness. 
When am I going to see you again, 
doris?” he whispered as though seeing 
gain meant the difference between 
and death itself. 
[| was trembling with nervousness. All 
hrill seemed to have gone out of be- 
ng held in Eddie’s arms. I peered out 
f the small dark entrance of the little 
er grocery store in which we were 
iding. 
Eddie,” I protested. “You've got to 
ne go. It’s late. You know very 
| my husband will be coming home 


any minute now. I must get home before 
he does. I must.” 

‘ The old scowl which always touched 
Eddie’s face when I mentioned David 
came across his features. Roughly, he 
pulled me even closer to him. 

“You're one of those slick dames who 
thinks she can have her cake and eat it 
too, Doris,” he said in a low, angry 
voice. “Either you’re going to play the 
game all the way or we'll call it quits. 
Every time I turn around you're men- 
tioning your husband. If he means so 
much to you, why aren’t you home wait- 
ing for him.” 

“Darling, I just mean we have to be 
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careful,” I answered soothingly. It al- 
ways sent a warm glow through me when 
Eddie’s anger rose at mention of David. 
It made me feel as though he were in- 


sanely jealous. I knew too that Eddie 
was thinking about the long conversa- 
tion we'd had earlier in the evening when 
Eddie had tried to persuade me to come 
up to his place “for just a little while.” 
I had known of course, what that little 
while would mean. After it was over, 
I would be a completely unfaithful wife. 
Even though I’d gone pretty far already, 
I couldn’t bring myself to add the ulti- 
mate sin of adultery to my misdeeds. 

“T’ll call you tomorrow, Eddie,” I said 
gently. “Now, please be a darling and 
let me go. I’m only acting this way be- 
cause I’m worried.” 

Eddie sighed and released me reluc- 
tantly. 

“Of course, honey,” he said. “I am 
being unreasonable, huh? But, Doris, 
baby, I love you so much. I can’t stand 
this ducking and dodging around, hiding 
in corners, owning just half of you. 
We’ve got to do something, you hear, 
Doris? We've just got to do something.” 

“We will, Eddie,” I promised. “We 
will.” I kissed him a loving kiss and 
went off down the street to our home in 
the middle of the block. Thank God, 
David’s old strugglebuggy wasn’t in front 
of the house. He must have had to put 
in some overtime. Taking one last back- 
ward look at Eddie standing at the cor- 
ner, watching until I was safe inside, I 
went inside the dimly-lit hallway, let my- 
self into the apartment. 

Quickly, I got out of my Sunday glad 
rags, put on a house dress and went into 
the kitchen to fix David’s early morning 
snack. As I switched on the kitchen 
light, I sighed a proud little sigh over the 
almost unbelievable neatness of my 
kitchen. Just like the rest of the com- 
pact four-room apartment, it was a mod- 
el of cleanliness and order. David and 
I had never had much; no expensive fur- 
niture or fancy gimmicks. But, we had 
skrimped and saved in the last five years 
in order to make those nagging payments 
to outfit the apartment with fairly good 
furnishings and appliances. 

But I was due for a rude shock to 
my pride. There was one thing out 
of place in the kitchen. An old envelope 
lay in the center of the kitchen table. 
In wild conster- (Continued on Page 79) 
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Adjustable, side 
straps mold you 
inches thinner 
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GO THINNER 7 


You'll be thrilled when 
you see how qaveht é 
and lovely a simmer 
waist and flat stomach 
make you Your heart 
will beat in youthful 
excitement as this/ 
amazing sliding panel 
gently molds your 
gure into fashionable, 
flattening curves from 
just below your breasts 
to your hips. The 22 
magic features com- 
bine to bring you more 
satisfaction from a 
foundation garment 
than you ever thought 
possible 
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TAILOR MADE FIT! 10 DAYS 
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Your “GRACE NARROW-WAIST 
TUMMY REDUCER is patented to 
protect you against imitstions. In 
seconds, 3 inches disappear off the 
waist and then—fike magic—goneis 
that unwanted protruding stomach. 
There are 22 features in all. Each 
section automatically controls you. 
The arrangement of straps at each 
side draws the waist-line in. The 
front adjustment flattens your 





tummy. Presto! Alluring curves re- | , Patented 5.1.4.4. 
piece ugly bulges. Never before Sy oor PRC! stig 
such perfect fit, ease and comfort. Simms bt, 






You'll feel like a millon. You'll 
look younger. You can easily and 
gracefully bend, walk or dance. 





Beautifully made too. You'll be the hrmest 
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when you wear it. The extra Sitty (utenn nael-lined 
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garters complement the other 22 _ se 
features weer 
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FREE 10 DAYS TRIAL * worimemne 
Order today, Wear 10 days FREE. Waist 
sizes, 24 to 34, $3.98. Warst sizes, 35 to 
“4, $498. (SOc extra for the 
length detechable and adjustable 
garters.) 


S. J. WEGMAN CO., INC. DEPT. K 914 
836 Broedway, New York 3. N.Y. 
Rush my new “GRACE” WNARROW-WAIST TUMMY REDU- 
CER at once. If | am not thrillingly salished | witt return 
t after 10 day FREE trial for.prompt refund of full pur- 
chase price 

Size... .. .(waist size in inches). Also send me ..... 
sets of extra-length detachable garters at only 50c for set 
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Send C.0.D. § will pay postman on delivery plus few 
cents postage. ‘ 

! enclose payment. The S. J. Wegman Co.will pay postage. 
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By Alfred A. Duckett 


STARS ARE ONLY people. Ever wonder what little 

things occupy the minds of the giant names of show 
business when these fabled folk get away from the spot- 
light’s glare? F’r instance, what do they do, how do they 
occupy their time between shows in a theatre or between 
sets in a night club? : 

Chanteuse Thelma Carpenter collects other members of 
the cast, lures them into her dressing room for poker 
sessions. Carpie’s a shark, more than once has taken 
healthy hunks of the payroll home. . . . Dinah Washing- 
ton entertains backstage visitors with double entendre 
jokes. . . . Maestro Louis Jordan amazes fans who seek 
his autograph by asking permission to take their photo- 
graphs. He’s an amateur lensman. .. . Ella Fitzgerald 
graciously invites gobs of people to her dressing room, 
goes to sleep on the sofa. Ella’s standard equipment on the 
road includes small frying pan. She loves to cook collard 
greens. 

Shake dancer Lizzie “China Doll” closes her door, prac- 
tices bumps and grinds in the nude. . . . Bandleader 
Buddy Johnson, an aspiring Rembrandt, sets up an easel 
board, paints pictures of his baby daughter. . . . Billy 
Eckstine likes to carve out pipes for his collection. He 
has more than 150 antiques. . . . Singers Jimmy Grissom 
and Betty Roche of the Ellington crew alternately join the 
audience to watch each other. Only professional admira- 
tion, they vow. . . . Nat Cole drinks quarts of coffee, kids 
his valet, Sparky. . . . Singer Johnny Hartman answers 
fan mail. . . . Pops Armstrong blows his horn, clowns 
with his live-wire wife, Lucille. 

Erroll Garner dries off in front of a fan, if there’s any 
music happening anywhere reasonably close, visits the spot 
to dig. . . . Billy Ward and his Dominoes practice new 
arrangements, drink scores of Coca Colas. . . . Bixie 
Crawford, Count Basie warbler, plays checkers, writes a 
letter a day to a different overseas GI whose names she 
gets from plaintive appeals of correspondence-hungry sol- 
diers in newspapers and mags. 


THE HAPPENING: Jack Walker, praise chief for At- 
lantic Records, and mentor of Edna McGriff, the “Heav- 
enly Father” girl, is strenuously denying rumors he is any 
more than a manager to Mildred Paige, his latest singing 
discovery. She is cute. . . . Ruth Brown insists her win- 
ter trip to Mexico is not for divorce purposes (which is 
being said). . . . When Mahalia Jackson caught Billy 
Daniels on a television show recently (it was her first 
time. She wouldn’t be caught dead in a club), she mur- 
mured: “I join those thousands of insane women,” then 
added nervously: “What am I saying? I’m not supposed 
to like that kind of music.” (Continued on Page 49) 
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By Helen Sides 


ON OF THE greatest challenges 
which faces men and women today 
is the task of learning to understand 
themselves. Self-discovery means not 
only uncovering hidden impulses, but 
understanding where they lead. Who 
can deny that this is our essential need, 
rather than mere casual inquiry into our 
more obvious actions and reactions? 
The driving impulses in human nature 
are the desires for love, comfort and 
amusement. This fact is made clear 
every hour of the day. What is impor- 
tant is how we interpret these desires in 
relation to the environment in which we 
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live, and our contacts with others. We 
need to know ourselves, and be aware 
of our mental and emotional limitations. 

Our limited experiences often prove 
inadequate for coping with the many 
complexities of life. In seeking a deeper 
understanding of ourselves, we need a 
study, a science, which can serve as a 
guide. We desire this knowledge, not 
as students, but just plain human beings, 
seeking answers to our questions. 

By using handwriting analysis as a 
diagnostic tool to psychology, we can 
find these answers. Thought can illu- 
minate the ways of man, and bring him 
greater command over his destiny. 

Through handwriting analysis, 
can observe the inner self unfolding 
through experiences, against the back- 
drop of everyday life. You can see the 
differences between what you are and 
what you might have been, and may be- 


you 


come. 
What you believe you can attain—you 
can, according to your faith. 


No matter how many successes or faik 
ures you experience, though, the da 
comes in everyone’s life when he mu 
take account of himself. When circum 
stances make it clear that he cannot g 


on without balancing his assets an 


measuring his liabilities, he should tak 
a calm accounting. 


This brings to mind an artist in thé 


entertainment field who has overcon 
his handicaps. A dancer, he was denie 
the use of one of his legs, yet he was ah 
to achieve success in his field. I spea 
of course, of Peg Leg Bates, who wrote 
the handwriting specimen below. 

The writing is angular and rounde 
which reveals adaptability. The capi 
are simple, and resemble printed letten 
showing his desire to get down to essen 
The heavy pressure reveals vit 
energy. The neglected lower zone 
writing indicates physical defects will 
legs or feet. The vertical slant of the let 
ters and the ascending lines reveal good 
judgement, ambition and optimism. Th 
blunt endings show determination. The 
long “t” bars placed high on the stem 
indicate enthusiasm and the ability to 
plan for the future. The small capital 
letter “I” shows shyness, but this trait is) 
lessened by the other strong traits pre 
ent. 

A summary of this specimen reve 
the traits of a serious person who is 
once wise, sincere, resourceful and dete 
mined. This writer can give others thé 
same confidence in themselves that 
has in himself. His fortitude serves 
an example of inspiration. 

His desire to acquire facts, knowledge, 
and information requires time, and many 
may think he likes solitude. With his 
ambition soaring, he is not content to 
remain in a rut. He has the ability 
view situations with reason and to keep 
emotions from confusing the issue. His 
plans are always made with the real 
ization that there may be obstacles in the 
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way of success, but fear is no intimate 
of his. He is (Continued on Page 55) 
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force me 


just when wedding bells were to ring for Greg and Enid, a siren set a trap for Greg. Enid 


could have lost Greg for good if something hadn’t told her to hope. 


a quarter into the cup of the crippled man 
day as I hurried down the busy thor- of new and clean and wonderful. I smiled on the sidewalk. I was happy, ecstat- 


nghfare. Georgia Avenue had never been _ at the people brushing past and dropped __ ically so! Why shouldn’t I be? This 
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“Enid, | can’t marry you,” Greg said. “I don’t love you. 














It’s as simple as that.” 


was the day I was to meet Greg and we 
were going to buy my rings—my engage- 
ment and my wedding rings. 

Greg was to meet me when he came 
off campus and we were going downtown 
where we had window-shopped and day- 
dreamed for so long. I was thrilled when 
I caught sight of his familiar figure at 
the end of the block. My footsteps 
quickened. I just couldn’t seem to get 
to him fast enough. Really Greg wasn't 
so good-looking. Perhaps you wouldn't 
even look at him twice. But he was 
everything I’d ever wanted in a man. | 
raised my hand in silent greeting as | 
approached and he raised his slowly in 
response. 

Greg wasn’t very tall or imposing but 
in the sunlight his black hair shone and 
his warm brown skin seemed to glow. 
His smile . . . but he wasn’t smiling | 
noticed. Perhaps he was tired. Greg 
was very tired these days. Holding two 
jobs during the summer is a hard way 
to go through medical school. But when 
we were married I’d take good care of 
him, even if it meant that I wouldn’t be 
able to finish my last year. He had two 
more years in med school and then his 
interneship facing him. Hard years, but 
we'd share them. 

There was a time when medical stu 
dents who married would have been 
thought crazy. But nowadays it was the 
accepted thing with so many of the fel 
lows using the GI bill. I wanted to help 
Greg. I wanted to be with him when he 
needed me. I wanted to be his wife, not 
just when he finally had that Dr. in 
front of his name, but right now when 
he needed me most! 

At last I was at his side. I slipped my 
arm easily into his. Automatically we 
turned to the nearest bus stop. 

“Hi, honey!” I chattered. “Very 
tired?” 

“Not too.” His voice was strange. 

“What’s the matter—something §? 
wrong on the job?” 

He stopped and there in the beautiful 
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summer sunshine he faced me. Traffic 
rumbled by. I could hear the far-off 
voices of children in the swimming pool 
down at the center. Still he said noth- 
ing. 

“What is it, Greg? Tell me. Something 
is dreadfully wrong!” 

He took the cigarette out of his mouth 
and flicked it into the street without 
looking at it. 

“T can’t do it, Enid. I just can’t do it.” 

“Do what, darling?” I was distressed 
by the strained look on his distraught 
face, the tenseness in his voice. 

“We've. always been frank with each 
other, haven’t we, Enid?” 

I nodded. I thought I knew what the 
trouble was. 

“The money, Greg. You don’t have 
the money for the rings. That’s what’s 
wrong.” I fairly babbled. I tugged at 
his arm. “It’s all right, darling. What’s 


a ring! What’s important is us. You 
know that!” I tried to get a smile out 
of him. 


Greg suggested that we go back to my 
place. He was silent all the way there. 
When we arrived, I sat down and waited 
tensely, He came right to the point. 

“Enid.” He said my name as a stran- 
ger would. “Enid, I can’t marry you. 
I—I—I don’t love you. 
as that.” 

My hands dropped from his arms. 
“But Greg, why? Oh, Greg, when did 


It’s as simple 


you. . . .” my voice broke off in a wail 
and tears welled up in my unbelieving 
eyes. 


“It’s better this 
My telling you 


His voice went on. 
way, Enid, believe me. 
now, like this, will hurt you less than 
waiting until later.” His voice faltered 
fora moment. “You're a nice kid, we’ve 
had fun. Let’s leave it at that.” 

“There’s someone else, Greg, isn’t 
there?” My voice was gentle. 

“Yes,” he said, the coolness of his 
voice refusing further explanation. 

Then my pride came flooding back. 
Of 


course I was hurt but there is a pride 


This was too humiliating. Hurt? 


that every woman has that stands by her 
when she needs it most. 

“All right, Greg. Thanks for being 
so square. I hope things will work out 
for you.” I turned away. “Be seeing 
you around,” I called over my shoulder 
in an attempt to be casual, but I didn’t 
look back. 

Yes, I’d be seeing him around. There 


wasn’t much chance that I could miss 
seeing him. It was summer time and 
although neither of us had registered for 
the summer session, we had stayed on 
in Washington to work, just so we could 
be together. I had worn Greg’s fraterni- 
ty pin for two years now. It was gen- 
erally accepted that it would be me and 
I'd have to 
return that pin now. I was working as a 
bookkeeper in one of the smaller audit- 
ing firms on U Street and Greg, who 
shuttled between his two jobs, ate all of 
his meals with me at the Grille where the 
other working students gathered. Fat 
chance we'd have of not running into 
All my friends were his 


Greg for keeps some day. 


each other. 













































friends. What would they think? 

So there was someone else. 
could it be? It wasn’t anyone in the col- 
lege crowd we went around with. I was 
certain of that. When had Greg found 
time to fall in love with someone else? 

I walked on, oblivious to the sunshine 
or where my aimless footsteps took me. 
I couldn’t believe that the Greg who re- 
nounced his love for me today was the 
same Greg who had sat by my bed in the 
infirmary when I had that emergency 
appendectomy during my sophomore 
Then his voice had been gentle, 


Who 


year. 


reassuring. His touch had been loving 
and tender as if he could not bear for me 
to suffer at all. Nor (Cont. on Page 60) 
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avelling in Europe, Mrs. Sampson is 
wn in cashmere coat with shoulder bag, 
tted boucle suit, straw beret and oxfords. 


Wearing black taffeta, chic black velour beret, pearl earrings and necklace, Mrs. 
Sampson is greeted at White House by Mrs. Bess Truman, Mrs. India Edwards (left) 
Democratic Party leader and Denmark Ambassador Eugenie Anderson, (right). 


Travelling in high diplomatic circles calls for care in 
dress, but so does Mrs. Tan America’s daily routine, says 
noted woman leader. 


NCE UPON A TIME, I thought | 

was a well-dressed woman. Swathed 
in mink, my taffeta frocks rustling, birds 
and feathers flying from my hats, | 
dashed from one meeting to another, a 
busy club woman, who prided herself on 
making a good appearance. Like many 
of us who seek to impress others, I sub- 
stituted splendor for simplicity. 

My splendor was acquired through the 
purchase of expensive, richly designed 
clothes from the best shops. They were 
outfits which Edith Sampson liked, but 
which had no affection for her. The col- 
ors I selected often swore at me without 
my knowing it. 

I was a slave to high fashion. 

It is amazing how ignorant we women 
can be about this sort of thing and how 
obvious our mistakes are to people re- 
gardless of their age or status in life. My 
ornate manner of dress has caused me 


discomfiture on a number of occasions. 


But I have learned a valuable lesson. 
And, while I certainly do not claim mem- 
bership in the brackets of the ten best- 
dressed women in America, I do know 
that my new mode of dress causes me 
to feel at ease in the drawing rooms of 
European diplomats, the council halls of 
the United Nations or any place at home 
and abroad. 

The experience I gained is not only 
valuable in these high places; it is knowl- 
edge that ought to belong to the house- 
wife in any small community or large 
city, for most homemakers are, also, 
club women. 

There was a time when the club woman 
was thought of as a rather giddy subur- 
ban matron who had nothing else to do 
but lose her husband’s money at bridge 
and waste time in idle gossip. But, to- 
day, the term is used in a much broader 
sense. The club woman most often is the 
housewife who divides her time between 
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Chatting with Mrs. Roosevelt, Mrs. Sampson shows to advantage, 
two piece ribbon knit suit with crystal buttons, her favorite attire, 
at UN sessions. Mrs. F. D. R. wears bolero suit with soutache braid. 


Answering curious questions of Vienna admirers, Mrs. Samp- 
son wears dressmaker suit with becoming French beret and 
mink scarf during European extensive speaking tour for U. S. 


SHOULD = hy 


DRESS °° con 


homemaking and community activity. 
She is a member of the Parent-Teachers 
Association, a church leader, member of 
the senior choir, a civil defense worker, 
the NAACP, the Urban League and 
countless other organizations. She is you 
and me. 
Let’s face it. We join these organiza- 
tions, not only for the good we can do 
and the enjoyment we obtain, but, also, 
because we want to be respected and ad- 
mired by others in our community 
through our participation. A _ well- 
dressed woman usually receives recogni- 
tion. 
I have learned that the secrets of be- 
ing well-dressed are simplicity and com- 
mon sense. I must admit that I did not 
fully realize this until after I became an 
alternate delegate to the Fifth General 
Sina aroaRRN scaaitien Demonstrating overdress in which she used to indulge, former UN delegate wears 
satin brocade suit, satin pumps, off-the-face hat with waving boa feather. Mrs. Samp- 
on the South (Continued on Page 76) son admits she wore outlandish clothes before learning to dress simply. 
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If Ada had dreamed how the service would 
change Luther, she might have prayed for 


him to forget to come home. 


.! SEEMED I was split in two that night when Luther 
stood facing me, waiting for me to beg him to stay—or 
ell him to get out of my life. Half of me longed to throw 
yself into his arms, while the other half warned me that it 
was now or never if I wanted to make a break with the past. 
| thought of how kind and considerate Luther had been 
e years we'd been married, remembered the fierce tender- 
ess of his love. But at the same time I recalled the petty 
uarrels and the tensions caused by the lack of money— 
he one thing on which Luther and I didn’t see eye to eye. 
So, no matter how it tore my heart I had to say what | 





lid that night. I steeled myself against the sudden hurt in 
uther’s eyes and said, “If only there were some other way 
| don’t want to hurt you, but— I’m sorry, Luther, but my 
ind’s made up. I think it'll be best for both of us if we— 
we each go our own way.” 
His big fist clutched his hat and he stood looking down 
me, a puzzled expression on his lean face. “I hope you 
t what you want, Ada.” 

‘We'll both get what we want!” I responded with a con- 
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“Yow re nothing but a money-hungry me 
chine who’d probably explode if the right 
» amount of cash wasn’t shoveled in each 
| and every week,” he sneered. 











fidence I didn’t really feel. 

Then he was gone and I was left alone 
to work out my own destiny. 

Maybe I really didn’t want him to 
leave, but the way he went, meek and 
unprotesting, was further proof to me 
that I’d been right all along. Luther 
was that type of man, easy-going and 
content to drift along. I wanted him to 
get ahead, make something out of him- 
self so we could get out of the deadly rut 
we'd been born into and lived through 
all our lives. 

I wanted to be able to forget there'd 
ever been a time when we lived in The 
Flats. I guess every city has its “Flats,” 
although they may be called Shantytown, 
Paradise Valley or just plain “across 
the tracks.” The Flats was the section of 
our town where shabby, run-down shacks 
huddled beside a big coil spring and 
mattress factory. To reassure myself 
after Luther’s departure, I closed my 
eyes and thought of the hundreds of sor- 
did reasons for what I’d done to our 
marriage. I thought of Ma, dying in the 
tiny bedroom of our shack, unable to af- 
ford the operation she needed. Pa, bent 
from his 20 years at the factory, still 
plodding to work every morning despite 
the arthritic pains he suffered. 

I swore when Ma died that I’d never 
let myself be beaten down as she was, 
that some day I’d escape to the world 
outside where people lived, laughed and 
enjoyed their youth. Then I met Luther 
with his quiet, shy smile and slow, steady 
ways. He knocked at our back door one 
hot July day and mopped the sweat from 
his face as he grinned down at me. 

“Sorry to trouble you, Miss,” he 
boomed out in a heavy, but pleasant 
voice, “I wonder if you could spare me 
a drink of water? I’m doing some work 
on the house next door—fixing the 
porch—and I guess the lady stepped out 
for a while.” 

“Oh, Mrs. Tatum!” I laughed. “She’s 
liable to be anywhere in the neighbor- 
hood—gossiping, of course!” I held the 


door open wide. “Come on in.” 

Luther stood at the kitchen sink and 
drained three big glasses of water. Then 
he turned. “Nothing like that stuff when 
you're thirsty!” he smiled. “Thanks a lot. 
It gets pretty hot working out in that 


” 


sun. 

“So you're a carpenter?” I said. 

He shook his head and laughed good- 
naturedly. “I’m what you'd call a jack 
of all trades. I'll be doing plumbing and 
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everything else on these houses here.” 

“Why bother to fix up these old 
cracker boxes?” I said in disgust. “They 
should be torn down. Every last one 
of them!” 

Luther’s eyes widened. He gave me a 
long look. “I believe you hate it here,” 
he said gravely. 

“If it were up to me, I’d burn the Flats 
right down to the ground and leave it 
that way!” I said fiercely. Tears rose 
to my eyes but I didn’t care. “I’m going 
to get away from this awful place if it’s 
the last thing I do!” 

Luther stopped by every day after that, 
during the time he worked on the houses 
in the block. We were immediately at- 
tracted to each other, and Luther was so 
different from the fellows I’d known all 
my life he seemed to offer me escape 
from the drab monotony of the Flats. 
We were both 18, full of dreams and too 
ambitious for our own good. 

“I’m going to amount to something, 
Ada,” Luther would say, his dark eyes 
sparkling. “Just wait and see.” 

One night as we walked home from a 
movie, he turned to me and said: “When 
I’m with you, Ada, I feel I could do any- 
thing in the world! I want you with me 

—always!” 

We’d reached the darkened front porch 
of our house. He stopped and pulled me 
hard against him. “Ada, honey— I love 
you!” he whispered fiercely. “Will you 
marry me?” 

His lips found mine. We were locked 
in an embrace that blotted out everything 
except the beautiful fact of our love. 
Even the weird shadows of the Flats 
took on a shimmering glow in the moon- 
light, turning it into a romantic setting 
for just the two of us. 

“T know I’m going to make good,” he 
murmured, his lips brushing against my 
cheek and along my neck. “Anything 
you want, I'll get for you.” 

“All I want is you, my darling!” ] 
breathed. “That’s all Pll ever want.” At 
that moment, my eyes misty with star 
dust, my heart throbbing with the sweet 
joy of first love, 1 meant every word I 
said. Only later did I discover that my 
wants were much more complicated than 
they seemed right then. 

Luther and I slipped away to city hall 
one afternoon and came away man and 
wife. The moment I became Mrs. Luther 
Adams, my determination to make some- 
thing of my husband grew into an ob- 
If Luther succeeded, then we 


session. 
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both would be rid of the Flats forever. 
It was typical of me that I didn’t care 
what he succeeded at—or if he cared for 
the job that would bring in the most 
money—all I cared about was getting 
away from all the unpleasant memories 
of the past. 

I recall that even on our wedding 
night, I began harping on what was to 
become my theme from then on. Pa had 
gone to a friend’s house to stay for the 
weekend and give Luther and me a chance 
to be alone. Actually, the little four- 
room place was not large enough for 
three adults, but with Pa sleeping on the 
couch in the living room and Luther and 
I in the bedroom, we decided we could 
make out. As far as I was concerned, it 
wouldn’t be for long. 

Laughing self-consciously, Luther had 
carried me across the doorstep in the best 
newly-wed tradition. “We'll have to have 
a repeat performance, darling,” I told 
him when he set me down gently and 
gathered me into his arms. 

A puzzled look crossed his face. 
“Why? As far as I’m concerned, this is 
the real thing,” he said fervently. 

I held my face away from his search- 
ing lips. “When we move into our real 
home, I mean,” I explained. “You know 
how I feel about this place.” 

But he had other things on his mind. 
His lips halted the flow of words about 
our future home, and he lifted me off my 
feet. Suddenly I was frightened, being 
alone in the house with this male crea- 
ture whose strength so overpowered me 
and whose kisses drained away all re- 
sistance. I struggled for a moment, then 
went limp as his caresses sent fire surg- 
ing through my body. I heard him 
hoarsely whispering my name over and 
over again. 

Yet even Luther’s tenderness and af- 
fection couldn’t erase from my mind the 
goal I had set up for the two of us. Odd- 
ly enough, it was old Mrs. Tatum next 
door who gave us the start I’d been 
dreaming of. One day during the course 
of her daily gossip session with me, she 
mentioned that her son had gone to work 
for a new firm in town. 

“You go and apply for a job there,” 
I told Luther that night. “If they hired 
Mrs. Tatum’s son, then I’ll bet you won’t 
have a bit of trouble. You’re twice as 
smart as he is!” I added, encouraging- 
ly. 

“But I’m not doing so bad, am I, 
honey?” he asked, setting his tool box 





under the kitchen sink. “There’s enough 
work on these houses to keep me busy}, 
for at least three more months.” 

I fought down the angry words that 
crowded to my lips. I couldn’t win my 
point by antagonizing Luther. I smiled 
and caught his hand in mine, led him to 
the easy chair near the radio. Then | 
got his slippers and brought them to him, 
But as I bent down to unlace his shoes, 
Luther hastily withdrew his feet. “Don’t 
ever do that!” he said gruffly. Seeing 
my hurt look, he added more kindly, “| 
just don’t like having anyone to wait on 
me—especially you.” 

“I’m sorry,” I murmured. 
only trying to be nice to you.” I slipped 
into his lap and threw my arms around 
his neck. “Don’t you see? I want some 
thing better for us than this.” 

Luther ran his hand over my hair, 
caressed my brow. “So do I, baby,” he 
agreed solemnly. “We can do it, too. My 
trade is bound to pay off sooner or 
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later.” 

“That’s just the point!” I cried, tak 
ing his face in my hands. “We'll never 
be able to do what we want with yor 
stuck in a trade that doesn’t pay 
thing. We haven’t saved a cent since 
day we got married!” 

I saw he was wavering, so I bent 
head and kissed him full on the lips. 
returned my kiss with an eagerness that 
told me I’d won the argument. Our love 
that night was as tender and thrilling as 
on our wedding night. The next mom 
ing, dressed in his Sunday suit, Luther 
went down to seek a job as salesman with 
the new cosmetic company. 

Nothing was quite the same after that. 
Luther got the job and he tried hard to 
make a success of it, but it was no go. 
He seemed too quiet and shy to develop 
into an aggressive salesman who could 
talk a busy housewife into buying pow 
der and face cream. At first, I was 
cheerful and optimistic about it all, ab 
ways being careful to remark how wok 
derful he looked all dressed up, cz 
ing his leather sample case. I pointed 
out to him that it takes time to get started 
on anything really worthwhile. But # 
time went on and Luther kept bringing 
home just a few dollars in commissiong 
I lost my patience. Was he deliberatel 
not trying just to prove he wasn’t suited 
for the job? 

We’d begun to quarrel quite often no¥. 
and when I (Continued on Page 65) 

































“All I want is you, my darling!” I breathed. “That’s all I’ll ever want. How little I 
knew that my eyes were misty with star dust. How little 1 knew the danger and tragedy 
which lay in the future. 








“You're the one who kept me out of the 
sorority. You’re stuck up. A snob.” 
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Ethel scorned her fellow students whose families 
were poor or unknown. But when one of the stu- 


dents took Johnny away from Ethel, she learned 
a lesson in democracy. 


66 ANDA SIMMONS just isn’t our 
kind of girl—that’s all,” I said, 

leaning nearer the dresser mirror to 

make sure my lipstick wasn’t blurred. 

“She’s a nice kid,” Joan Trenton said 
as she sat cross-legged on my bed, read- 
ing from the list of the girls who'd ap- 
plied to join our sorority, the Golden 
Circle, “For someone who’s never had 
the breaks she’s done darn well for her- 
self.” 

I put the cap back on my lipstick and 
turned to look at Joan. 

“I’m sorry, Joan,” I said, “but my 
vote’s going against her if her name 
comes up for admission.” 

“Well, that does it,” Joan replied, a 
touch of bitterness in her voice. “If the 
head of the membership committee says 
‘no,’ then ‘no’ it is.” 

She drew her pencil through Wanda’s 
name. 

I nodded. I hated to sound mean like 
that, but, after all, I realized Joan had 
been a member of the Circle long enough 
to know that everybody couldn’t be ac- 
cepted. (Continued on Page 69) 
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idly presenting his eight wives to 
William Marshall (King 
shown in one of scenes from 
ntury film, Lydia Bailey. In 
life Marshall is bachelor. 
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BY WILLIAM MARSHALL 


HILE PORTRAYING the role of 

King Dick in the movie, Lydia 
Bailey, 1 had eight wives. In real life I 
live alone. But I don’t like it. 

I don’t like going home to a lonely 
room at night. I don’t like eating meals 
in restaurants and YMCA cafeterias. 

There was a time when I enjoyed that 
kind of existence. In fact, my single 
state of blessedness was necessary during 
those first years in New York City when 
I was struggling to get experience and 
training in the theatre. I’m still strug- 
gling because, regardless of any current 
successes, one never gets enough train- 
ing. But now | want to get married. | 
feel the time has come to think seriously 
about settling down and raising a family. 

For us in the theatre, finding a mate 
isn’t the easiest thing in the world. One 
can always marry on impulse and then 
divorce or live a lifetime of regret. But 
that’s not for me. When I marry, I want 
it to be something special and lasting. 
But, as I say, there are handicaps. 





. 


When you’re in show business, finding the girl of your dreams is 


pretty tough, admits personable Lydia Bailey star William Marshall. 





One of the greatest obstacles I have 
found is the uncertainty in a career in 
the theatre. Until I have made a lot 
more progress in my profession, I’d hate 
to ask a woman to depend entirely upon 
my earning power. That would be too 
much of a chance for her to risk. Then 
there’s the uncertainty as to being settled 
in one place for any length of time. I 
never know where I’m going to be to- 
morrow or six months from now. I may 
get a movie contract which will take me 
to the West Coast or an opportunity to 
go on tour with a show. 

But the major problem about finding 
The Girl is that, in show business, one is 
exposed to literally hundreds of women 
who are fascinating, who have charming 
and attractive qualities. This causes a 
man to become confused, entirely too 
choosey or perhaps to give up too easily. 

There have been times, for instance, 
when I have been rejected by someone 
who appealed to me. Instead of pursu- 
ing my aims, I say to myself: 
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“Oh, what’s the difference. I know 
lenty of intelligent, talented and attrac- 
e women.” 
I’ve no doubt that I’ve missed the boat 
veral times with a girl who might have 
en the ideal one just because of this. 
Sometimes I wish I were back again 
»rking in the steel mills in my home- 
wn—Gary, Indiana. Probably, I’d 
now only two or three women and I’d 
forced to make a choice. Life would 
much simpler. 
rhere’s another reason why I find it 
ird locating the Dream One. From 
idhood, we human beings conjure up 
nantic ideas about the perfect mate. 
takes us a long time to get over the 
that our Ideal most 
kely doesn’t exist. Even though my 
xperience and my intelligence tell me 


ide realization 


that my perfect mate is almost certainly 


impossible combination of beauty, 


harm, intelligence and maturity, my 


py 





Kating lonely meal, William Marshall 


inks how nice it would be to come to 
sty dishes prepared by that dream girl. 











foolish heart keeps me searching for the 
Only Her. 

I can tell you about another barrier 
to finding Her. The Negro in the theatre 
almost always works in predominantly 
white companies. It is only natural for 
a human to like and appreciate the peo- 
ple with whom he works. This means 
that a Negro actor very often comes into 
contact with and becomes attracted to 
women who happen to be white. Now, 
we all know that such relationships can 
lead to all sorts of complications. Social 
and economic pressures are brought to 
bear against persons who get into such 
situations. 

I have known any number of white 








Having coffee with proud mother, Thelma Marshall, actor is on visit to hometown of 


te suffer. Social and economic pressures 
have been brought to bear, through loss 
of friends, alienation of family or loss 
of jobs. 

Naturally, I feel this is wrong. It is 
practically an inhuman thing to have to 
undergo. To like, to be attracted to an- 
other human being should not call for 
one to be governed by artificial consid- 
erations like race. But one must be real- 
istic in matters of such great importance. 

Of course there are a number of peo- 
ple of our race, like Billy Daniels and 
Herb Jeffries, who have intermarried 
successfully. Yet, the fact is there—that 
for the Negro male in show business— 
and the Negro woman too, there is a spe- 


Gary, Indiana, where he grew up, was steel mill worker and regarded as Peck’s bad 
boy. Mother, former school teacher, is social worker. 


girls whose friendship I have respected 
—not because they are white, but be- 
cause our work and common interests 
have brought us together. These factors 
create a mutual desire for a deeper re- 
lationship. Almost every time I have be- 
come friendly with a non-Negro with 
whom I worked, we have both been made 


cial problem in following the dictates of 
the heart. 


O TELL YOU the truth, however, 
this problem does not affect me too 
deeply. I do not believe I shall ever 
marry outside of my race, I’d prefer to 
marry a Negro girl, not just because she 
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Trying out new song, Marshall enjoys relaxation in Gary homestead. Very close to 
his mother, actor recalls tough life she experienced, vows woman he marries will have 


it easier. 


‘isa Negro, but because we would have 
‘common problems. She would under- 
stand my thinking and | hers infinitely 
better than a non-Negro. We would 
have so much more to accomplish to- 
gether and to eradicate. We could stand 
a better chance of making each other 
happy without the abnormal tensions 
which constantly haunt mixed couples. 

Then again, I feel very deeply that I 
owe it to the women of my race to find 
my mate in their ranks. Negro women 
undergo so many hardships, are taken 
advantage of so terribly. More than any 
other racial group, they are mistreated 
and submitted to a lack of appreciation. 
Quite often, we treat them as doormats 
and slaves, human mechanisms whose 
business is to wait upon us. 


Most of time, Marshall lives at YMCA in Harlem. 


We ignore that our women are pretty 
special human beings. We forget that 
the woman we have taken for our very 
own has a mind, a body, a spirit and a 
soul; that she has a divine gift, an ap- 
paratus which enables her to bear our 
children; that she is equally talented in 
her potential; that she has ambitions; 
that she would like to be a doctor, an 
actress, a singer as much as a male. 

We forget these things and we relegate 
our women to the positions of cooks and 
waitresses. I suppose there are reasons 
for our doing this; reasons which, how- 
ever, are not adequate. One of our best 
writers once said the Negro remains in 
a constant state which he called “pure 
evil,” because of the many wrongs which 
are done him. So I suppose many of our 
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Trimming hedgerow outside mother’s home, 
Marshall reminisces of days when he per- 
formed this chore as a boy. 


men come home from the job in a rage 
and take out all their desire for revenge 
ontheir women. 

Maybe I am so vocal on this subject 
because | observed and suffered from the 
many hardships which were visited on 
my own mother when I was growing up 


‘back in Gary, Indiana. When I was nine 


years old, my mother was divorced from 
her dentist husband. She was teaching 
school but having a difficult time mak- 
ing ends meet. I remember how she 
struggled, working by day and going to 
school at night to get a degree so she 
could qualify for a position as a social 
worker. I remember that after she got 
the degree, she couldn’t get the job be- 
cause of her race. 

Then she had the problem of trying to 
locate another father for me. She felt a 
growing boy needed the father’s influ- 
ence. She had a great deal of difficulty 
in this because, as a rule, the men she 
contacted (Continued on Page 66) 
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When Julian’s sister started staying out nights, he decided 


to make her reform. 


The trouble was he wasn’t exactly a 


saint himself. 


DON’T know how to tell this story. 
Actually, I’m not even sure it should 
be told. 
way I dominated and almost ruined my 
sister’s life, tried to make her conform 


For even now, as I recall the 


to my personal standards of conduct, a 
feeling of guilt and shame floods over 
me. I know now that I caused her so 
much unnecessary anguish and despair. 

The trouble was, I was a hypocrite. 
Like some self-righteous New England 
Puritans of the days of burning at the 
stake, I pointed the finger of shame at 
my sister while hiding my own sin so 
none could see. I didn’t realize then 
that I was trying to atone for a terrible 
sin [ myself had done. 

The wrong I did began the night I 
came home and Mother met me at the 
doer, her tear-stained face turned up to 
me like that of a pleading child. 

“Amelia’s gone,” she said tonelessly. 
“Go find her and bring her back, 
Julian.” 

“Julie will find her,” my old man 
“After all, he’s gonna make a 
saint out of her! He won't be satisfied 
until she’s locked up in a monastery or 
convent or wherever it is they keep young 
girls away from temptation.” 

Dad was higher than a Georgia pine 
and there were a dozen excuses you could 
make for that crack, but the way he said 
it made me want to push his leering face 
in. What was wrong with a man not 
wanting his own sister to turn into a 
tramp? For all the parental care and 
discipline he’d given us, it was a wonder 
both of us hadn’t gone wrong long be- 
fore this. I strode over to where he 
lounged in the old rocker, trying delib- 
erately to kick over the half-empty gin 
bottle on the floor beside him. He was 
too quick for me. 

“What’s the matter with you?” I 
snarled, knowing that Mother would give 
anything in the world if just this once 
in his life this gin-soaked old lush would 
Just this once, for ‘his 


slurred. 


act like a man. 
daughter. 
“What kind of father are you, any- 
way?” I demanded angrily. “Amelia’s 
running wild all over Brooklyn, and you 
sit there making fun of me because I 


don’t want her to be the wildest girl in 


town. I want her to stay a nice, decent 


kid who—” 
“She’s your sister, Julian,” my mother 
said reprovingly, laying a hand on my 


arm. “You'll find her, son.” 

I took a good look around the house. 
It wasn’t a bad place, not the rat-infested, 
overcrowded kind of place that my type 
of family is usually associated with. 

We had a two-family brownstone in 
Brooklyn and occupied the first two 
floors. The place was well decorated be- 
cause Dad, when he was sober, was a 
top-notch painter. And it was clean. 
Mother saw to that. The old man had 
bought the house in the days before he 
started hitting the bottle. But now, he 
hadn’t hit a lick of work in three years. 
My job at the Navy Yard and the rent 
from the upstairs apartment kept us go- 
ing. 

The Dawsons had been our tenants for 
almost 10 years. Gail Dawson, the 
daughter, had practically grown up with 
my sister Amelia, but they were different 
as night and day. Gail was the quiet, 
unassuming type, pretty as a picture and 
everything a man would want in a sweet- 
heart or wife. We'd been going around 
together for a couple of years, ever since 
the day I noticed that she was no longer 
a gawky, pig-tailed bobby-soxer. | guess 
just about everybody in the block took 
it for granted that we'd get married some 
day. 

Now, as I glanced from the drunken 
hulk that was my father, to the anguished 
face of my mother, Gail was not on my 
mind. The full meaning of her an- 
nouncement had just begun to sink in— 
Amelia was gone! I knew that I would 
have to find her if it meant searching in 
every dive from Brooklyn to Harlem. 

“T’ll find her,” I said to Mother. “I'll 
phone back the minute I do.” 

I ran outside, jumped into my °47 
Ford and jammed the key into the igni- 
tion. I pressed the starter button and 
there was a click and a whirr. The old 
jalopy was acting up again. There was 
nothing to do but turn the switch off and 
wait a few (Continued on Page 51) 
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Maybelle forgot her marriage vows 

when an old lover returned, but dis- 

illusion and shame pointed the road 
back to decency. 


aes was GONE. I heard the slam of the door, 

the whine of the starter and the quick roar of 
the powerful motor. I heard the scratch of gravel 
under spinning wheels. Then the silence closed in 
and left me with nothing to cling to—nothing to 
keep me from looking at Benn. I didn’t want to 
look at Benn, didn’t want to see what I had done to 
him. 

I sank into a chair and buried my face in my 
shaking hands. In just another minute I was going 
to have to look Benn in the face and try to explain 
about Dana. But I couldn’t yet. I needed time to 
think over the past and find the right words to make 
Benn understand. Maybe if I went clear back to the 
beginning. . . . 

The beginning was eight years ago when I was 
slim and lithe, twenty-two and secretary to old Mr. 
Kendal of Kendal and Kendal, Attorneys-at-Law. The 
beginning was the day old Mr. Kendal closed his 
desk for the last time and Dana Harding came in 
as junior partner. 

I had dressed with particular care that morning, 
brushing my abundant black hair until it fairly 
shone and pinning a spray (Continued on Page 56) 


I didn’t hear Benn come in but suddenly 
he was there and I knew he had seen me 
kiss Dana. 
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for their excellence. 


Pulitzer prize-winner Gwendolyn Brooks contributes this 
first in a series of Tan Ribbon Fiction, short stories selected 
Miss Brooks’ “Luther” is excerpted 
from her forthcoming book to be published by Harper. 





























juietly about. 
een clean, orderly-looking bodies in his 
little living room. 


] \ LUTHER came. It was almost seven. 


It was hot. He was as hot as the day, 
weating, sticky. He was anxious to rip 


lown his work clothes, wash, kiss his 


ife, eat his dinner. 
He stood in the vestibule rubbing his 


polka dot handkerchief over his face. 


uddenly, with the feeling a baby has 


vhen the thing that holds him up col- 
apses, Luther became aware that the liv- 
ng room was crawling with people. Re- 
fined voices buzzed lightly. Big words 
peppered the air. Bodies, black, brown, 
ellow, white—yes, white, there were 
vhite men in his living room!—bodies 


wonderful summer clothes moved 
There were at least fif- 


What the hell! 
‘Helen !” 

She did not hear. She was standing 
the table. She was busy with iced 


offee and open-faced sandwiches and 
ttle cakes with pink fluff on them. Her 
hair was skinned back, and looking at it, 
nd knowing her, he was certain that she 
iad brushed it briskly for an hour. She 


»re a thin black skirt, and a shocking- 
white blouse (high at the neck and 
ith a ruffle there) which had two rows 


f crystal-like buttons marching down 


) 


e front; she had twisted the silver 
ain she often wore as a_ necklace 
ound and around the buttons. She 
He had a 


oked nice enough to eat. 


0 


hot desire to touch her, again to prove 
to himself that she was his. And this 
desire would not allow him to sneak to 
the bathroom first, to make himself clean 
enough to deserve her. He must go to 
her just as he was. She must accept him, 
dirt and all. 

“Helen!” 

He stamped into his living room. He 
did not know these people. He cared 
nothing for them. He pushed his way 
through to his wife, who at that moment 
had her back turned to him and was talk- 
ing with terrible earnestness to a hand- 
some white youth—complete with blue 
eyes and blond hair. Luther stood 
there like a child in school who waits 
courteously for the teacher to finish her 
truly important business before he dares 
to make his appeal. What the hell! 
Rudely he burst in. He called her name 


- again, and grabbed at her elbow. Many 


people stopped talking, looked at him. 
They were curious. Or they frowned. 
They paused, between sips of coffee, be- 
tween bites of cake. They looked at this, 
this that must be the new husband. They 
could give him a lightly contemptuous, 
long, slow, head-to-foot inspection, they 
did not have to be wary, because if any- 
thing was certain, this was certain—that 
he would never be one of them—though 
he might sleep with their soft-voiced, per- 
fectly-behaved Helen for the rest of his 
life. Some things were not catching. 


THEN 


By Gwendolyn Brooks 











But how cute! how amusing, really! how 
charmingly coarse! This crude draft, 
this raucous screech from the brass, that 
pointed up the harmony of their delight- 
ful violins, and made them more pre- 


cious to themselves than they had been , 
(even) a few moments before. 
ER CLUB. Her damned club. 
Z 


When Luther grabbed at her el- 
bow, Helen turned with a start. Some 
of the coffee in her glass splashed out 
upon her blouse. 

“Oh!” she said. “Luther—” 

The white man took out his handker- 
chief, said, “Allow me.” But Luther 
quickly dabbed at the blouse with the 
back of his hand. For no white finger— 

“I’m sorry,” he mumbled. Helen 
smiled faintly. The refined buzz started 
up again. The white man moved off. 

“T—uh—” 

He let it go. Why should he stammer, 
and beg for pardons? This was his do- 
main. This woman was his own. 

For he persisted! He believed, still, 
that one day he would manage to bind 
this beautiful bird, tie up the feathers; 
and he was actually convinced that, held 
that way, they would not lose their 
strength or gloss—why should anything 
dull, or weaken, for being his? Yet— 
whenever he was with her he had this 
bodiless unease, this notion came to him 
that he was the shorter of the two; al- 
though he was certainly a head taller 








than she. Wi 

He had had a dream: they were out about 
walking, in the country, in the beginning in vos 
of the evening; crickets were ticking: it on hy 
had been rain- (Continued on Page 73) good 
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HOME SERVICE 


MAGAZIN 


OCTOBER IS APPLE MONTH 


When witches and goblins are lurking 
about, apple cider and apple-bobbing are 
in vogue, pies, cakes and fritters are tops 
on homemakers’ baking lists and it’s 
good to know your apples. Such names 
as Jonathan, Baldwin, McIntosh, Wine- 


sap and Delicious are on the market. 
There is a variety of apples for each 
cooking and eating purpose. Apples are 
one of the heartiest of fruits and can be 
stored in quantity in a cool place. 

In selecting apples, remember they 


should be firm and of good color and 
flavor. The flavor is affected by the stage 
at which the fruit is picked and stored. 
Include apples in lunch boxes, and on 
menus. Ideas for using apples in cook- 
ing are shown on these pages. 
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Sy Oliver’s workroom, with piano, is also 
perfect playroom for son, Taylor, when 


on, Taylor, enjoy 
eshing drinks in backyard of White 


Billye Oliver and s 























liver relaxes in a spacious patio and rock garden with flag- 
stone walks, especially designed for outdoor living. Lovely patio is 
favorite retreat for Oliver family all summer long. 


Jliver’s charming White Plains home, just outside New 
urban area is bungalow style, blending harmoniously with 
urban touch provided by trees, shrubbery and flowers. 
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HE GOAL of every married couple 

is to build or buy a home of their 
own. Home buyers today get their 
money’s worth out of their housing dol- 
lars only when. they plan carefully. 

Quality of material and good work- 
manship, together with sound construc- 
tion ideas, should be the criterion for 
durable homebuilding. The evolution in 
home improvement has been gradual, but 
consistent. Fresh ideas appear daily on 
the markets which reveal the intense re- 
search going on behind the modern 
building movement. 

Homes are functionally streamlined, 
provide more work and recreational areas 
than previous planning provided. Value, 
variety and versatility are the hallmarks 
of a useful home. 

With these basic factors in mind, the 
Sy Olivers of White Plains, New York, 
(he is the noted arranger, recording 
band leader) built their beautiful home. 
They have designed a house which fits 
their needs and gives complete satisfac- 
tion. Many years ago most new houses 
were two stories high. Today, the one- 
story house, whether bungalow or ranch 
style, is the type most families want to 
build. Homes are being built, geared to 
present day living and the superficial 
frills of a decade ago have vanished com- 
pletely. 

This type of home called contemporary 
or modern, is in harmony with the swift 
pace of inventions and developments. An 
informal pattern of living prevails, yet a 
well organized plan for efficient living 
is essential. Architectural designs, rang- 
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Adjacent to kitchen is dining alcove with floor covering of marble- 
ized tile. Table surface is natural tone. Chair covers match walls. 
Open spice shelf over kitchen stove saves steps. 











Complete modern red and white electric 
kitchen has high ceiling, red and white 
wall covering. 


ing in style from Cape Cod to contem- 
porary, are all planned to give maximum 
comfort, convenience and beauty for 
your building dollar. 

Smart, sleek lines of furniture achieve 
the uncluttered effect in the Olivers’ liv- 
ing room. Utilization of space, with an 
eye to traffic patterns also enabled Mrs. 
Oliver to plan a well organized home. 

Color, too, is an important element in 
achieving the desired effect in rooms. 
Various color harmonies with splashes 
of originality and vibrant hue, can high- 
light an otherwise drab and dull room. 
Wondrous effects are gained by experi- 
menting with new colors now available. 
By making color the keynote element 
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Qlivers’ living room is designed for comfort and beauty. Walls 
are soft, warm green, with one wall in contrasting color. Sec- 
tional sofas are a vibrant red, and cabinets blond oak. 








Up-to-the-minute . dining alcove features 
dining set in modern design, smart bamboo 


blinds. 


of your house you can achieve an illu- 
sion of space and a sense of unity. 

The homes of today are a far cry from 
the luxury home of yester-year. Equipped 
with utilities and time-saving devices, 
they present to the modern homemaker 
an almost laborless workday. Even the 
out-of-doors has been streamlined to 
agree with the progress of modern build- 
ing. Lawns are more spacious and the 
patio is finding its way into many out- 
door settings. 

Collaborating their ideas and experi- 
menting with other plans, the Sy Olivers 
agree that their home meets their daily 
needs, love for beauty, and is a haven 
of rest from the swift pace of city life. 
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Apples Are 


Ate ARE among America’s most 

versatile and well-liked fruits. Apple 
pie, whether homemade or from the cor- 
ner bakery, is universally popular. 

At all times of the year, there are ap- 
ples for cooking or eating. There is hard- 
ly a home which doesn’t have apples in 
some form; fresh, dried, processed, or 
in jams and jellies. 

There are so many wonderful ways of 
preparing apple dishes that an up-to-the- 
minute housewife will find it easy to get 
new ideas and prepare new foods. 

Whether used separately or combined 
with other foods, apples are a fruit of 
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Versatile 


distinction famed for their cooking ver- 
satility. 

Shown on these pages are ideas and 
recipes requiring processed apples. These 
ideas will help the busy housewife to cut 
the budget, save time and add something 
new and unusual to either family or 
company menus during the busy winter 
months ahead. These recipes are adapt- 
able to either cooked or fresh fruit. 
When looking for something new, try all 
sorts of cakes, pies, puddings, desserts 
and relishes, as well as meat stretchers 
and snacks with apples. From breakfast 
to midnight they are a treat. 
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BAKED HAM WITH APPLE SAUCE 


APPLE SAUCE RELISH 








Storm Coats for 
own and Country 
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Double-breasted stormcoat with smartly-fitted belt, slash 
pockets with cuffs, deep-set sleeves. Pure wool Portland check 
comes in a variety of colors. 


igle-breasted storm coat of pure wool Portland check, deep pile 
aca lining, has two-way pockets, small Johnny mouton collar. 
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ODAY’S STORM COATS for women 

have gone strictly feminine. The 
growing importance of casual coats has 
set an all time high in fashions and a new 
picture for this fall. 

Designers and manufacturers have cap- 
tured all the whims of critical, fashion- 
conscious females and created storm 
coats that will do for the woman who 
lives in the country. 
warm, heavy, practical coats and combat 
the blustery, stormy days. 
selection is suitable as well for the college 
and career women of the city who go for 
the more glamorous, yet useful, warm 
coats for all around wearing. This new 
trend in storm coats boasts brilliant col- 
ors, durable, insulated materials, slim- 
mer lines and fitted silhouettes. 

The old storm coat of twill, with its 
masculine appearance has disappeared 
and in its stead, graceful, fluid lines are 
seen that will flatter the most discrimi- 
nating taste in fashions. Every means is 
used to vary the storm coat look. There 
are variations from notched-back styles 
in mouton, to club collar, dolman and 
tuxedo styles. Large, roomy patch pock- 
ets and slit pockets grace many coats. 

Many coat-makers have created al- 
pacas and mohairs for fall in addition 
to tweedy and textured fabrics. Storm- 
coat makers, who have long endorsed 
the mohair coat, reversible tweed and 
mohair types in fitted and flared ver- 
sions, continue to underscore the use of 
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Smart three-quarter reversible coat, is Parker-Wilder 
fleece, reversing to woven alpaca. 
of warm, smart twill, has notched collar of mouton. 
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mohairs for exterior rather than lining 
material. Styles are softer, and more 
adaptable to dressy, as well as knock- 
about wear. The stress in stormcoats for 
fall 1952 is for all-around versatility and 
gearing it to the needs of the college and 
career girl customer. 

Reversible coats are in great demand. 
In varied 
styles, materials and colors, and designed 


They are warm and useful. 


for all occasions, these garments have a 
promising future. There are furry al- 
pagas, nubby tweeds, checks, plaids, 
striped meltons and fleece in fitted or 
belted styles, with contour effects, pleats, 
wrap-arounds and many diversified fab- 
rics all ready for the fastidious tastes of 
milady. 

Starting with the kiddies’ snowsuits, 
right through to brother and sister at 
college, and Dad and Mom for work or 
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Whether skiing or playing in snow, “Sno-Buster” and ski pants are perfect. 
Full-length coat Jacket has hooded, drawstring parka with zipper, button front and flap 
pockets. Fabric is all nylon water repellent, is available for men or women. 





dress, there is a stormcoat designed for 
each need. Long-wearing — qualities, 
smartness in design, durability and com- 
fort are combined into good value for 
the winter shoppers. As shown on these 
pages, Sno-Flo garments by Excel, will 
meet the town and country needs of the 
entire family. 
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Explaining to child value of money, father illustrates difference 
between five and one-dollar bill. When both parents join in 
dramatizing value of money, child shows marked interest. 


from 


UNNING in getting money 
adults is the forte of most children. 
I laugh sometimes over the experience of 


a friend of mine who was taken over the 
barrel by his five-year-old grandson, a 
| shrewd little operator. Early one morn- 
ing, my friend gave his grandson a quar- 
ter (the smallest coin most children will 
accept graciously today). My friend left 
for work, feeling proud over what he 
thought was a generous gift to the boy. 
But, that evening the grandfather, who, 
as a child, had never received more than 
a copper penny at any one time, was 
taken by surprise when the boy ap- 


Allowing child to satisfy his own curiosity when parents discuss 
money and budget matters helps him know the value of money. 


proached him a second time for money. 

“Grandfather,” he said, “will you give 
me a quarter?” 

“But, I gave you a quarter this morn- 
ing, son,” my friend protested. 

“Yes, Grandfather, I know you did, 
but I decided to save that quarter. Now 
I want a quarter to spend.” 

Smart? Yes. Dishonest? No. 

Youngsters are doubtless clever in 
their efforts to get grown-ups to shell out 
cash to them. It is silly to assume that 
they do not know the value of money 
per se. They learn early that a quarter 
or a half-dollar can bring forth a moun- 


Sending son to store, this mother emphasizes to him importance of 
not losing money, fact that he can apply his beginning knowledge 
of arithmetic by observing what items cost, how much he spends. 


tainous ice cream soda, a movie ticket, 
a new bag of marbles and a host of five- 
and-ten-cent store treasures. Like adults, 
they know that a few coins jingling in a 
fellow’s pocket keeps him in good stead 
with his friends. 

However, no youngster, unless taught, 
knows the real value of money, that it 
does not grow on trees but is acquired 
through labor; that it is merely an ex- 
change used to obtain needed goods and 
that a measure of a man’s worth is not 
always in terms of how much money he 
possesses, but how he uses what he has. 

Particularly (Continued on Page 74) 


Learning proper care of clothes is important in child’s respect for 
money problems. Same should be applied to toys and books. 
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One way physicians determine whether colds are caused by virus infection is to filter 
water into nose or throat through porcelain filter free from ordinary germs. 


Virus Diseases 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of “The Biology of the Negro” 


¥7 HENEVER a new word is intro- 
duced into our vocabulary there is 

1 tendency of many who want to appear 
erudite to bandy it about in meaningless 
usage. This has been particularly true 
f the word “virus.” People who speak 
glibly and with an ill concealed pride of 
their virus infections are seldom accurate 
and have little or no conception of what 


a virus really is. To them a virus in- 
fection is a new and fashionable disease 
reserved for the select few who have ad- 
vanced ideas. As a matter of fact the 
idea of virus infection is an old one in 
medicine. This tendency of the laity is 
often abetted by some doctors who want 
to flatter their patients by labelling an 
old fashioned cold with a fancy name 


- times. 


or to cover up their inability to diagnose 
the real disease. 

Doctors for centuries believed that 
most diseases were due to the invasion 
of the body with mysterious “humors” 
and “miasmas” because they could nei- 
ther see nor detect any agent which 
might explain the characteristic symp- 
toms of an infectious disease. Then 
came along Louis Pasteur, the famous 
French scientist, who proved that most 
of our illnesses were due to the over- 
whelming of the body with a host of tiny 
forms of life called bacteria. He and 
others who followed him showed one dis- 
ease after another to be the result of bac- 
terial infection. 

This idea of the relation of bacteria 
and disease is so firmly established in 
our minds that it is difficult to realize 
that the proof of it is a fairly recent 
accomplishment. In fact there are doc- 
tors still practicing who at one time con- 
sidered the germ theory a fantastic and 
absurd idea. Lacking the media of ef- 
ficient medical publications and well or- 
ganized teaching clinics to spread the 
new science of bacteriology it was diff- 
cult for them to discard principles that 
had been practiced for centuries. Then 
just as the medical profession became 
settled in its conviction that most hu- 
man illnesses were either proved or 
would be proved to be due to bacteria 
that could be seen and grown outside of 
the body, along came another discovery 
that some maladies were the result of a 
mysterious agency which, like the 
humors and miasmas of old, could 
neither be seen nor propagated outside 
the body. These substances are now 
called viruses. 

A virus is a living substance which, 
like bacteria, breathes, eats, grows, re 
produces and produces disease. Until 
recently it was recognized only by what 
it does and not what it looks like. Be 
cause it could not be seen with the or- 
dinary microscope it was described as 
an “ultramicroscopic” organism. How- 
ever, there is now available a super 
microscope, the electron microscope, 
which magnifies as much as 200,00 
With this instrument it has been 
shown that a virus when magnified at 
least 50,000 times is a living germ with 
a shape and form very much like some 
bacteria. 

Unlike bdcteria, viruses cannot be 
readily grown in test tubes. They cat 
be grown only in living body tissues. It 
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is believed that viruses act on the body 
to produce disease differently than bac- 
teria. There is a considerable amount 
of research work being done on these 
peculiar substances. It is believed that 
much new information of practical im- 
portance will come soon. 

Viruses cause many diseases, some fa- 
miliar, others unusual, some very deadly, 
others mild. They infect not only peo- 
ple, but animals and even plants. The 
most common human disease for which 
a virus is responsible is the ordinary 
cold, a fact which probably explains the 
difficulty in preventing and curing this 
common infection. There is a method 
of proving that colds are a virus infec- 
tion. The nose and throat of the victim 
of a cold is washed with water. This 
water is filtered through a porcelain fil- 
ter which frees it from ordinary germs. 
When this bacteria-free fluid is placed in 
the nose and throat of a normal person, 
he promptly develops symptoms iden- 
tical with those of the sick patient. 

During the influenza epidemic of the 
First World War scientists believed that 
they had discovered the cause to he a 
bacteria which they called the influenza 
bacillus. Since then they have been con- 
vinced that the real cause is a virus but 
they cannot be sure until another epi- 
demic comes along when there will be a 
large number of cases which can be am- 
ply studied. 

A wider popular acquaintance among 
lay people with the virus came during 
the Second World War when it was ob- 
served among soldiers in camps, par- 
ticularly in California, that an atypical 
form of pneumonia frequently occurred. 
Ordinary forms of pneumonia are caused 
by bacteria, but this type, with its in- 
definite symptoms was proved to be due 
toavirus. After the war it was observed 
that a similar form of disease often oc- 
curred among civilians. The tendency 
now is to call any form of severe infec- 
tion in the nose, throat and chest, which 
is not frankly pneumonia, a virus pneu- 
monia. In most instances the disease is 
an ordinary severe cold. 

Other familiar diseases caused by 
Viruses are measles, smallpox, chicken- 
pox, yellow fever, poliomyelitis, hydro- 
phobia, fever blisters (herpes labialis) , 
shingles (herpes zoster), epidemic sleep- 
ing sickness (encephalitis), trachoma, 
and dengue fever. Virus diseases are of 
considerable importance among animals. 
For instance, the destructive foot and 
mouth disease (Continued on Page 67) 
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“*A model learns how to stay looking 
lovely for the camera. Black and 
White Vanishing Cream keeps my 
make-up on longer, fresher looking for 
that perfect Camera Close Up Look.” 
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Beautify your complexion with 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
—actually checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
softer. Try it—have that perfect 
Camera Close Up Look—today! 


S IS For face powder that clings like 

CY ipstick that stays 
Ks on and eae A for the sas 

+= name Black and White. 








SUBSCRIBE TO TAN 








Demonstration Kit 


with Actual Sample 


Guaranteed STOCKING 


3 Pairs GUARANTEED 3 MONTHS 
3 Pairs SNAGS, RUNS and HOLES 
YOU'LL BE AMAZED to see how easy it is to make a lot of 
2 . money in your spare time introducing sensational new kind of 

GUARANTEED hosiery made of genuine Du PONT NYLON. That's 
nctetttenesne late we'll send you this elaborate presentation with actual sample stocking 


















SE Nw D | oO ABSOLUTELY FREE! Just imagine the welcome you'll get from friends, 
M oO N E Y neighbors, and everyone else in your community when you say, “Here are nylons 
absolutely GUARANTEED for 3 whole months — or new nylons FREE!” 


.. . Get this fine big] You'll find a big demand everywhere for these beautiful sheer stockings that cost so 
ones gee Ak. a little to buy, and wear so much longer than ordinary hosiery. Customers save many 
wficdies stadkioe ae dollars on their yearly hosiery bills. Taking orders for these stockings direct from our 
mailing coupon today.| big Hosiery Mills will be the most enjoyable way to earn extra money you ever found! 

You make a fine profit on every pair and get your money in advance. You don’t need 
one minute of experience to turn your spare time into cash — Money to help pay the 
cost of living...to putin the bank...and pay for the many things you would like to have. 


Mail Coupon for Pa cascan NOSIERY MMA. Dent. Litt 
CAN LLS, Dept. L162 
FREE KIT evconrains! i 












INDIANAPOLIS 7, INDIANA 
E Send me ABSOLUTELY FREE the big Demonstra- | 
Just mail this COUPON, and see the big Dem- » tion Kit with actual sampleGUARANTEED NYLON I 
onstration Kit we'll send you FREE to get you i STOCKING, soI can start making extra money at 
started fast on the way to fine earnings! This Kit i once. I am not obligated in any way. t 
contains actual sample stocking and Demonstra- 
tors for our complete line of famous Yours-Truly § Name I 
Hosiery in all weights and sizes. Send | cael ‘ i 
Address | 





BUT RUSH THIS COUPON TODA 


AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS I... Hose Size 


DEPT. 1162 INDIANAPOLIS 7, IND. Loe ae ama an on an oe ee ee eee 
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AT LONG LAST... 


LOVELIER, MORE LUSTROUS 
OFTER HAIR MAY BE YOURS 


With FULL STRENGTH KOTALKO & SHAMPOO 


Just One Application Starts To Make Hair 
Smoother  Glossier  Silkier — Free of Flaky Dandruff 


THOUSANDS OF LETTERS FROM 
SATISFIED USERS ATTEST 
TO KOTALKO’S EFFECTIVENESS. 


This amazing full strength ointment does 
more than make hair jook more lustrous and lovelier—it contains a 
combination of not one but several ingredients that help promote a 
healthier, more normal scalp. It helps remove flaky, excessive 
dandruff—aids nature to help heal bumpy externally-caused scalp 
sores and quickly curbs dry, itchy scalp conditions. Professional 
men know that when the scalp is healthy and normal, hair is more 
attractive, more lustrous, lovely and soft. That’s why thousands of 
attractive women use Kotalko—don’t you miss this beauty thrill! 
Help your hair become more normal ... get Kotalko at your neigh- 
borhood druggist today. Costs little for the help it gives! 











WHAT GRATEFUL USERS SAY ABOUT KOTALKO 


**My hair was a mess—short and fuzzy, caused by 
using hot irons. A girl friend told me about Kotalko 
Ointment and Soap. I’d recommend it to anyone—it’s 


LU STROUS HAIR AMAZES ee “nile Eetincen, Cities Illinois 
LEADING N.Y. BEAUTICIAN 


New York, June 9—Miss Vivian Ford, owner of 
the Vivian Ford Shop, in the heart of Harlem, 
stated that she used full strength, wonder working 
Kotalko for a period of six weeks on one of her cus- 
tomers, whose hair was dull, dry and brittle due to 
lack of sufficient natural hair oils. “Today,” says 













TOGO ONO NOONE 


Guaranteed 


Kotalko Ointment and 
Shampoo Soap are fully 
guaranteed to give you the 
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“I am surely grateful to 














Miss Ford, “her hair is her crowning glory . . . I my husband. He ordered = ° 

wish you could see how lustrous, how beautiful it ere ee . Wena >) good results you desire or 
looks. Kotalko supplements natural oils, adds silky at dae. ak Ager 5 your money refunded. 

smooth beauty that every woman loves! It really oes hair—now my hair is — REPLACE 
rates hair raves! moreattractive, silkier, looks =(A\/A\/4\\/A\'/A\'/A\' AA AN\ WAV AG 








softer and smoother.” 


reece’ SOLD ONLY 
THROUGH YOUR 
LOCAL DRUGGIST 


KOTALKO ointment... soar .""" 


You, too, may have softer, more lustrous and 
lovelier hair with Kotalko. In these days of scien- 
tific achievements, why have brittle, unattractive, 
hard-to-manage hair . . . when for but a few cents 
you may have the silkier, lovelier, more lustrous, 
softer hair that men and women will admire. Get 
marvelous medicated Kotalko and three large bars 
of foamy Kotalko Shampoo Soap at your nearest 
druggist today! 
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Hollywood To Harlem 
(Continued from Page 14) 
Buddy Bailey, lead singer of the Clovers, 


just invested two one thousand dollar bills 
in the purchase of suits. 


Duke Ellington is being pressured by | 


Negro Democratic biggies to utilize one of 
his best hit tunes for political purposes. 
“Love You Madly—Adlai” is what Steven- 
son supporters would like to see Duke ad 
lib. It won’t happen though. As arranger 
Billy Strayhorn observes: “Ellington is so 
desperately non-political.” 

During a show date at a Los Angelés 
night club the day following the town’s re- 
cent big trembler, Nat Cole unthinkingly 
began his first set with the lyrics, “It takes 
an earthquake to move a mountain,” from 
his popular Baby, | Take To You. The 
fans guffawed. But Nat didn’t discover 
why until sometime later. . . .. At another 
club the most shocking of the quake struck 
just as the Louis Jordan band appropriately 
teed off on the number Run Joe. 

Glamour singer Bobby Lucas nursing 
slow burn about the way the so-called 
“friends” disappeared when they thought 
he was through. Bobby had a bit of bad 
luck recently just when it seemed he was 
permanently headed for the top. The bad 
luck has disappeared. Bobby, appearing at 
Snookie’s Rendezvous in Miami, upset that 
fabulous city. But if the fair-weather 
friends reappear, Bobby says, they can for- 
get it. 

Chorines at Atlantic City’s Club Harlem 
sporting horsetail coiffures a la Josephine 
this season. . . . Fabulous. A. C. visitor 
was Dr. William (Studs) Green, Washing- 
ton medic, famed for his champagne-plenty 
cabana parties. . . . Dancer Conrad Prin- 
gle takes work and off-duty hours seriously 
at A. C.’s Paradise Club. Object of his 
attentions: Estelle Price, soubrette of the 
line. . Fresh breeze in the Larry Steele 
show for ’53 is work of classy Co-Op Dance 
Group which is finding that determination 
pays off. Many managers, agents insisted 
Co-Op would never get anywhere unless 
they untied their shoe laces and went prim- 
itive. 

One of our favorite stories is the yarn 
about Hazel Scott which demonstrates her 
poise and savoir faire as an artist. Doing 
a show at New York Paramount once, La 
Scott had played to full house, achieved 
high personal triumph with four thunder- 
ous curtain calls. You know she specializes 





in those long, close-fitting gowns. As Hazel | 
walked happily onstage to accept the last | 


tribute, she tripped over a mike cord, fell 
flat on her face. A shocked silence fell 
over the theatre—silence, that any second, 
would erupt in disastrous, heartless laugh- 
ter. But what Hazel did brought the great 
audience cheering to its feet instead. Not 
even attempting to rise from her ungracious 
position on the stage floor, La Scott looked 


up at her audience in comic despair and | 


sighed: “I’ve always wondered what I 
would do if this ever happened to me.” 
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Style #15 
TRANSFORMATION WIG 


Ventilated Part 
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SMART Aion 


”CAIR 


Your 100% 
Satisfaction 
Guaranteed 
or Purchase 
Price Promptly 
Refunded. 


SEND YOUR 
ORDER TODAY 
WITH COUPON 
BELOW. 


REDI-WEAR 


HUMAN HAIR ATTACHMENT 


STYLES 





$21 Fut cap wic 


MIXED GRay $245° 


Beautifully styled with luscious cir- 
cles of curls on a full net founda- 
tion. WORTH TWICE the PRICE. 
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BACK FEATHER B08 
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ALL OVER GLAMOUR with POMP 
spes Taare Rats 





BACK CLUSTER OF CURLS 
EVENING 
$650 weer . wear ths style be- 








TRI-CURL PAGE 





$6 





10 STYLES IN 1 
“CHANGEABOUT” 
SWITCH 


SMALL 


GIANT $9%5 





Switch Styles 
Sent With Order 





$450 


MEO. $ 5* 
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CLUSTER OF CURLS 


Puffs and puffs of curls . . 


soft, radiant — 


ENCLOSE 
SAMPLE 
or 
CHECK 
HAIR 
SHADE 
7 tua 


Send_Style_# 





it's a must! 
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MAIL ORDER 10: CORONE 
sve #50 PAT ae DEPT. 1-40 F 


PRODUCTS, 
2 Beaver Street, Dept. TC-48 
Newark 2, N. J. 
© $1.00 deposit onclosed. Will 
plus small postal charges. 
0 Please rush the following C.O.D. Will pay postman 
plus small postal charges. 
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FEATHER CURL 
S575 or sia the head 


to aid one with in 
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BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 
NEWARK 2, W. J. 
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NEW 3-WAY SYSTEM! 


Doctor Parrish has approved of a Special Triple 
Method which takes many of the 1FS, ANDS and 
BUTS out of your problem skin treatment. This 3 
Way Method puts you on the track and keeps your 
skin lovelier. 

The important part of this Doctor's 3 Way System is 
DOCTOR PARRISH'S “BE-GONE" SKIN BLEACH 
OINTMENT. This new formula contains 3% ammoniated 
mercury in a new type hydrophilic greaseless cream base. 
IT ACTS BY CAUSING YOUR SKIN TO PEEL GRADU- 
ALLY. AS YOUR SKIN PEELS IT NATURALLY BECOMES 


The SECRET of 
your skin loveliness 
is in the THREE 
formulas sent to 
you... 











1. The Special Detergent Cleanser Cream cleanses thor- 
oughly in either hard or soft water, dissolves dry perspira- 
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(Continued from Page 33) 


minutes. It usually worked well after that. 
Impatiently, I dragged on a cigarette. I 


glanced out the window at the respectable- 
looking row Outwardly, 
ours looked no different from all the oth- 
ers. But inside, nothing but 
heartbreak and tears. There was a light 
on the top floor. I wondered what Gail 
was doing. My thoughts drifted back to 
that night two years ago. 

I had just started on the night shift. It 
was after midnight when I arrived home. 


of brownstones. 


there was 


As the car pulled up to the house, I no- 
ticed two shadowy figures on the front 


stoop. They pulled apart as I parked. and 
the young fellow a hasty “so long” 
and hurried down the steps and up the 
street. 

As I entered the gate. 
other person was Gail. “Hi.” I 
“Hope I didn’t interrupt anything.” 

“You didn’t, really.” she protested. I got 
the feeling that the darkness of the night 
was concealing her embarrassment. 

“But if that was your boy friend—” I 
began, fishing for my door keys. 

“Oh, no! Just a friend.” 

Something her voice, a new warmth 
and maturity made me stop. I climbed a 
couple of steps. Now I could see 
plainly. She had her long brownish hair 
fixed a new way and the lacy blouse she 
wore clung appealingly to her blossoming 


said 


that the 
called. 


I saw 


her more 


curves. 

I smiled. “Next you'll be telling me you 
don’t have a sweetheart,” I said. 

“Is there anything wrong with that?” 
Gail demanded in a defensive tone, 

I mounted a few more steps until I was 
standing over her, looking down into her 
eyes that caught the glint of a street lamp 
and sparkled like dusky diamonds. “I'd 
says yes,” [ ventured. “I'd say a girl 
pretty as you would have the guys in this 
neighborhood ringing her doorbell night 
and day.” 

“Tm not 
shifting her gaze. 

I sat down beside her. “Suppose an 
older fellow did go for you.” [ said. “Tl 
bet you wouldn’t know what to do.” 

“Make a bet like that.” she said softly, 
“and you'd lose your money. Why don’t 
you come up for a few minutes,” she in- 
vited. 

I followed her upstairs. 

Smart kid, I thought. It might be fun to 
show her that she wasn’t quite as grownup 
as she pretended. Gail took off her coat 
and sat on the living room divan. I sat 
down beside her. I slipped an arm around 
her shoulders and pulled her to me. Then, 
afraid I'd gone too far, I made the kiss I 


interested.” she replied, not 


“They're so young!” 





planted on her lips a half-hearted gesture. 
To my surprise, her lips hungrily sought 
I felt my heart pound like a crazy 
thing. I returned her kiss with a fervor 
that matched her own. 


mine. 


WHEN SHE finally released my tingling 
lips. Gail’s eyes were mocking. “Do 
you still think I’m just a kid?” she wanted 
to know. 
If she was a kid. she sure had a woman’s 
She confessed later that 
some 


way of showing. 
she’d been wanting me to pay her 
attention for a long time. but was afraid I 
would never notice her. I noticed her that 
night—-and every night and day from then 
on. 

But this was no time to be thinking about 

I turned 
This time 


the past or about Gail. I realized. 
the switch on and tried again. 

the motor turned over. Just as I was about 
to pull away. Gail dashed down the 
to the car. I rolled down the window. 


steps 


“What's wrong, Julian?” she asked, 
leaning in. “I saw you from the window. 
You looked worried. I thought [’d run 


down and—” 

I tried out a grin on her. “That’s the 
jalopy that has its 
I told her. 


trouble with having a 
own ideas about when to start.” 
“Nothing’s wrong. Gail.” 

She shook her head stubbornly. “Some- 
All that down- 
stairs just now— I couldn’t help hearing,” 
she added apologetically. 

I jerked the gear shift down and eased 
“I’m sorry. darling, but 
just a family affair. I'd better get going.” 

But she wasn’t buying any. You'd never 
think that soft little jaw of hers could set 
When she set her mind on 
“T’m coming with 
you.” she announced determinedly, and 
before I could protest. she had pulled open 


thing is wrong. fussing 


up on the clutch. 


the way it did. 
something. that was it. 


the door and plopped down beside me. “I 
consider myself part of the family,” she 
said. slamming the door with finality. 

After my first irritation, I had the 
thought that maybe the woman’s angle was 
just what I needed. Maybe Gail could talk 
some sense into Amelia where my strong- 
arm tactics wouldn’t work. 

I got a whiff of a delightful perfume as 
she settled down beside me. Everything 
about Gail was so nice and sweet smelling, 
clean and wholesome. 

Often I'd wondered why she ever both- 
ered to look twice at a guy with my back- 
ground, 

“Well, 
we waiting for?” 

I was gazing at her lovely profile. taking 
in the trim blue jacket she’d thrown around 
her shoulders and the curl of her hair 


let’s go,” she said. “What are 


around her neck. 


“You’re sweet.” | murmured. “I like to 
look at you. Do you mind?” 
She smiled. “I’m glad. darling.” 


grew serious. “It’s Amelia, 


Then 
her face isn’t 
Julian?” 
I nodded as I let out the clutch and took 
off. She sat there silently, reminding me 
of the way my mother got when things be- 
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came all snarled up. Like the first time 
\melia stayed out all night. It had been 
just after I graduated from high school. 
Amelia had been only 17 then, but already 
she was showing more and more of the old 
man’s traits. I had been to a night game 
at Ebbets Field and returned home to find 
Mother all upset and worried. She told me 
that my sister had gone out that evening 
with a bunch of kids who came by in a car. 
Now it was almost one o'clock, and al- 
though Mother was not the strict kind, she 
was kind of worried. “They seemed sort of 
wild to me, Julian,” she said. 

“What about Dad?” I asked. This was 
shortly before Dad became a gin guzzler in 
earnest and while he still had some inter- 
est in the family. 

She spread her hands in a helpless ges- 
ture. “I sent him out half an hour ago,” 
he told me,” but I haven’t heard a word 
soa 

“Well, don’t worry,” I said, forcing a 
mile and patting her shoulder comforting- 
ly. “She'll probably be home shortly and 
make us feel silly for even worrying about 
her.” 

But an hour later, when we’d gotten no 
word from either Amelia or my father, 
Viother came to my room. “TI hate to ask 
you, Julian—but maybe you could go out 
ind look for them.” 

[ went to her and put my arms around 
r. “Sure,” I said reassuringly. “And 
I'll have them both here in 


don’t worry. 
no time!” 

[ sounded more confident than'I actually 
vas, but by sheer luck I found them both 
in the second Fulton street tavern I stopped 
It was a disgusting sight. Amelia was 
huddled up against some slick-haired cat, 

ho looked like a hustler from way back. 


\cross from them in the booth was my old 
in, his head lolling aimlessly and a glass 


clutched in his unsteady fist. I was so 
rprised, I went to the bar first and 
downed a couple of shots, trying to decide 
to handle the situation. 
\lthough it was the first time I’d seen 
e Old Man stewed, for some reason all 
anger was directed toward my sister. 
was as if she was deliberately trying to 
follow in his footsteps. Didn’t she know 
ugh to keep away from smooth-talking 
ys who specialized in trapping innocent 
ng girls into a life of sin, corruption and 
grace? More than once Id tried to tell 
the facts of life, and each time she’d 
it me off with the laughing remark, 
You sound just like a Sunday school 
I’m.a big girl now. I can 


teacher, Julie! 
are of myself.” 

But that night made it plain that she 
ildn’t take care of herself and to make 
itters worse, the Old Man was actually 
rousing with her and the guy she was 
th. If I didn’t look after her, she’d have 
I drained my drink 


protection at all. 


] 


ind went over to them. 

“Okay,” I growled, “break it up. The 
party ’s over.” 

rhe guy with Amelia looked up and his 


eyes narrowed ominously. “You know this 
joker, baby?” he asked her. 

Amelia giggled. “Oh, him? Don’t mind 
old sourpuss. He’s just my brother.” 

The Old Man had screwed up his face, 
trying to get his bleary eyes into focus. 
“Well, look who’s here. lookin’ all shocked 
and sanctimonious like his Ma.” 

“I’m taking you home—both of you!” 

“Don’t wanna go home.” Amelia whim- 
pered, moving closer to the guy. 

“Don’t worry. baby.” the guy said. “I 
can handle this punk.” 

Dad said, “How “bout a little drink—or 
are you too good to drink with us common 
folks?” 

I reached out and jerked him to his feet, 
giving him a shove toward the door. Then 
I grabbed Amelia. The guy was out of the 
booth in a flash and I saw he was bigger 
than I was. But my anger was the cold, 
deadly kind and I took careful aim and 
swung from the floor. 

Amelia screamed as the guy folded across 
the table and the bartender came running 
over. “Okay. Bud!” he yelled, “that kind 
of stuff doesn’t go in here. Out you go!” 

But I was already on the way, dragging 
Amelia along and Dad behind me. They’re 
two of a kind, I told myself as we rode 
towards home. the cab full of sullen silence. 
She’s just as bad as-he is, a real chip off 
the old block! Yet. I couldn’t help putting 
an arm around my sister and mumbling an 
apology for what had happened. 

“You could have been a little more civil- 
ized about it!” she snapped. “What’s so 
terrible about having a drink or two? Be- 
sides, Dad was there. so there was no point 
in acting like I’d committed some kind of 
crime.” 

I tried to explain to her. “I don’t want 
anything to happen to you, Sis. Guys like 
the one you were with think nothing of 
messing a girl up and then dropping her 
if she gets into trouble. When a woman 
goes wrong, Amelia, it’s awful. The things 
they have to do just to keep body and soul 
together—they steal, they cheat, even walk 
the streets. And all because of a mistake 
they wouldn’t have made if they’d had 
someone to look out for them.” 

Amelia’s voice was quiet in the dimness 
of the cab. “How do you know so much 
about that kind of woman, Julian?” she 
asked. 

I clamped my jaw shut. I knew all right! 
I knew because I had some of the Old Man 
in me, too. I knew because one night I’d 
let myself be tempted and I had sinned. 

Amelia yawned and laid her head on 
my shoulder. I smiled. She was no longer 
angry with me. She was still half-asleep 
when the cab pulled up in front of the 
house, so I picked her up in my arms and 
left the Old Man to take care of the bill. 
I carried her up to her room and laid her 
on the bed, then pulled the spread up 
around her shoulders. I poked my head 
inside Mother’s door. “Don’t worry,” I 
whispered. ‘“She’s all right.” 

I heard my mother’s fervent “Thank the 


Lord!” and once again I promised myself 
never to let harm come to my sister . . . 


N OW, as the car sped across Manhattan 

Bridge, Gail brought me back to the 
present. I heard her voice, but was so 
wrapped up in my thoughts I didn’t hear 
the words. “I’m sorry, darling,” I said. 
taking one hand from the wheel and pat- 
ting her affectionately. “I guess my mind 
was miles away.” 

“IT know. But what I don’t know is why 
you keep knocking yourself out trying to 
keep tabs on Amelia.” 

“Don’t be silly.” I countered. “I’m just 
trying to keep her out of trouble. After 
all. she is my sister.” 

“Don’t you trust her, Julian?” Gail 
asked quietly. 

“Why, of course I do!” But the big 
question mark that loomed up in my mind 
made my confident tone a mockery. The 
truth was I didn’t trust Amelia any more 
than I could trust myself. We both had 
been cursed with the Old Man’s weak- 
nesses, 

“Amelia is older than I am, Julie.” she 
reminded me. “You don’t worry and fret 
about me when I go out alone, or when I 
have to come home late at night by myself 
—or do you?” 

“That’s different!” I snapped. “You've 
got some sense. What I mean is, nobody’s 
going to take advantage of you—make you 
do something wrong.” 

I slowed down a little as we headed 
crosstown to the West side highway. 

“How long have you been watching your 
sister. Julie? What made you think she 
needed your protection?” Gail asked. 

My eyes narrowed and I raced the car 
across a street just as the lights changed. 
“Mother could never handle her. and the 
Old Man can’t even take care of himself. 
She always ran around too much. She’s 
too goodlooking and hard-headed for her 
own good!” 

Gail was silent. I knew I hadn’t really 
answered her question. I could imagine 
Amelia in a few years, her good looks 
faded, her wide eyes hurt and lusterless. 
The fun would be gone out of life for her 
then, with the guys not chasing her any- 
more. Then she would regret her wild life. 

Yes, Amelia was much too flip. She 
laughed and made friends too easily. She 
switched her hips shamelessly as if to say, 
“lve got just as much of the Old Man in 
me as you have, Brother dear! I’m going 
to live till I die—and after that, it won't 
matter!” 

I knew what she meant. He was my old 
man too. I was all too awdre of the pas- 
sions and desires that set my brain and 
body on fire. But it was different with a 
man. A girl like Amelia would let these 
characteristics lead her into a whole bushel 
of trouble. 

I had to admit though, I’d never really 
caught Amelia at anything. Mainly I was 
worried about what she might do. She 
worked hard enough, no matter how late 
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stayed out the night before. She 
own clothes and kept 


Sometimes. there 


she’d 
made most of her 
her room neat and clean. 
was a sort of wistful look in her eyes that 
I couldn’t understand. It could change to 
open defiance in the time it took to wink. 
and it was me she was always defying, 
when I tried to find out the 
around with and where she was 


guys she was 
going 
going. 

It all had started that night about a year 
ago after I left 
instead of going in the house 
I got into the car with the idea of driving 
around for a while. Id done it before. 
After holding Gail in my trading 
kisses with her, feeling the heat of passion 


Gail on her doorstep and 
and to bed. 


arms. 


rise in me. it was impossible to go directly 
to bed and fall asleep. A man with nerves 
of steel would have suffered the way I did 
with the of Gail. sweet and soft 
and desirable. fresh in his mind. So I used 
to drive around for a while with the 
dows open—even in wintertime—and let 
away the forbidden 


memory 
win- 
the cool air blow 
thoughts from my feverish brain. 

But this night. my aroused emotions told 
me it would be impossible to wait until 
Gail and I were married. We'd agreed to 
wait for a year and every fiber of my being 
now! I found 
Harlem. I was in a bar. 
There were women there. I knew what 
they were. At first I was repulsed, but as 
I drank and thought of Gail. the 
until I thought my 


was crying out Somehow. 


myself up in 


madden- 
ing desire grew brain 
would burst. 

So I let myself be ruled by passion. My 
body got relief from the terrible 
that gripped it. But afterwards | 
hated the girl who let herself fall 

And all I could remember about 
about 


tension 

hated 
myself. 
so low. 
the incident was that she was young 
the same age as my sister and pretty 
just as Amelia was 
take could turn my 
kind of vulture preying on men who wanted 
to satisfy their lust—and had the money to 
pay for it. 

I felt so unclean, 
whole family for a week after it 
pened. 


and that just one mis- 


sister into the same 


I avoided Gail and my 
hap- 


S once more returned to 

the present. car uptown 
along the broad bordered 
the Hudson. “I never thought she’d actual- 
ly run away with the guy.” I said, half 
aloud. 

“Otho?” Gail asked. 

I was surprised. I threw her a suspicious 
“What do you know about this 
anyway. Gail?” 

She shrugged. 


\ Y THOUGHT 
cs I swung the 
boulevard that 


glance. 
“Only that Amelia is in 
love with the guy.” 

I snorted. “At least. 
me.” Gail continued. 

So that’s who he was, I thought. Ever 
since I’d pulled away from the house, I'd 
had to admit to myself that I hadn’t the 


that’s what she told 


slightest idea where I was going, or who | 
was looking for. I figured that Amelia 


would be somewhere up in Harlem. But, 


it would be looking for a needle in a hay- 
stack unless I had some idea who she was 
with. 

“From what she said. he’s a nice guy,” 
Gail told me. “Please don’t get mad until 
you know the whole Julie.” she 
pleaded. “Maybe she’s doing exactly what 
you'd want her to do.” 

I laughed grimly. “She'll do what I 
want. all right! Just wait till I get my 
hands on her. Upsetting Mother that way 

-just leaving a note saying she was cut- 


story, 


ting out.” 

“But Julie, 
married.” Gail protested. 

I gripped the wheel so hard. my palms 
grew damp with sweat. “Married!” I fair- 
ly shouted. “You don’t think they’re going 
to bother little detail like that? 
Amelia is out for a good time.” 

I cursed under my breath. thinking out 
what I'd do to the guy when I finally caught 


lots of girls run away to get 


with a 


up with him. 

I was more confused than ever now. It 
didn’t do to try to think it through. I de- 
First get the prevent 
throwing 


job done 
herself 


cided. 
from 
worthless fellow. 


Amelia away “on 


some if it wasn’t too late. 
My foot pressed down on the accelerator. 
I felt Gail’s hand on my shoulder. “Take 
honey. We want to get there in 
cautioned. 


she added, “ 


it easy. 
one piece.” she 

“By the way.” where are we 
going. anyway?” 

“How do I know?” I 
suppose the first thing to do 
check the hotels—not that the 
be stupid enough to register under his own 


said gruffly. “I 
would be to 
guy would 


name.” 

“There are an awful lot of hotels in this 
town.” 

My jaw clamped in a defiant angle. “Ill 
find them!” 

Wheeling along the 
again turned to the past: 
had happened just a few weeks ago. Gail 
and I had been to Coney Island and we 
both had a wonderful time. On the way 
home we'd stopped for a late snack. As 
I gazed across the table 


drive. my thoughts 


to something that 


I sipped my beer. 
marveling at the 
beauty after romping on the 
the day. She’d caught her hair 
thick bun at the back and tied 
bright red ribbon. But her 
quietly smiling, were sober. 

“What's the matter, baby?” I asked 
jauntily. “I feel great! We had a lot of 
laughs. and—” 

“Is that all I mean to you, 
asked. “A lot of laughs?” 

“You fishing for compliments again?” 


freshness of her 
beach half 
into a 
with 

usually 


at her. 


eyes, 


Julie?” she 


I laughed. “You knowit’s more than 
that.” 

“T wouldn’t know. We've never really 
talked—seriously. I mean.” 


I reached out and captured her hand. 
“T love you, if that’s what’s troubling you,” 
I said tenderly. 

“And I love you, darling. 
we going to do about it?” 

I knew what she was driving at. Im- 
mediately I was on the defensive. “You 


But what are 
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ing, prevent agonizing soreness. So don’t 
suffer needless misery of simple piles. 
Get Pazo, get real comfort right away. 
Ask your doctor about it. Suppository 
form—also tube with perforated pile pipe 
for easy thorough application. 

*Pazo Ointment and Suppositories® 











making Good 


Start 
Money Now! Supply 
your friends and 
neighbors with Blair’s 
Household Necessities 
—needed everywhere 
in every home... 
over 200 in all. You 
gct a FREE outfit of 
full-size samples and 
EASY CREDIT, plus 
LIBERAL PROFITS 
on every sale. Won- 
derful premium  of- 
fers, too. Rush name 
and address today! 


BLAIR, Dept. 14HT, 
Memphis 2, Tenn, 
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SEND NO MONEY 
10 DAY FREE TRIAL 







REDUCE 


INCHES 
YOUR WAISTLINE 

7 the original magic, 
double diagonal pull. The real 
secret of the French look. 
Corrects your whole silhouette 
posture. You feel like sixteen again. Like magic, 
your figure is molded into new lines, inches disappear 
from waist, hips, thighs and all with ease and com- 
fort . . . standing, sitting or stretching. Exclusively 
designed double elastic waistband wraps around your 
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waistline and hook-closed in the back. . . adjustable 
fo your exact size. Will never roll or curl at the top. 
Expertly made of first quality rayon elastic with the 
finest satin panel. Light in weight, washes like a 
dream. /n Nude, White and Blue. 
49 —IN TWO STYLES 
Gee Girdle or Panty Gir- 
le Panty girdie with re- 
aovenie —_ crotch 
one garter 
Small (25-26), Also: — Sizes for the full- 
Medium rs 28), er fig 
Large (29-30), xx G3. ‘$5), XXX (36-38) 
Extra-Large (31- 32) XXXX (39-40), XXXXX C (41- -43) 
act i 2 itn ng coho: scotes 4 Spans =- 
| 45 East 17th Street, New York 3, N. Y. | 
| Please send me FRENCH FORM. | will try for 10 | 
days and if | am not satisfied can return garment | 


|; full refund. Send me size and 

| icin crotches. (At 49¢ each.) “My oan choice | 
| eae Pe, eee ge | 
| Regular [] Panty Girdle ] 
| | enclose payment [) Send C.O.D. | 
SRO MMMC TRNIAEE CD. oe. 0 2.02 os PRR owen cok | 
| NN 9. ors drain dred g ataa da vubsea's dacsaniar® | 
| | 
- 





O.D. $13.95 plus 
tax and postage. CSitatinn guar- 
anteed. Write now— Order today! 
WORLD - WIDE DIAMOND co.. 

2451 S. Michigan Avenue : 
Dept. S-985 Chicago 16, Illinois 






























@ The quick, low-cost WAYNE 
way to a High School 
education. No classes; 
pleasant, spare-time home 
SCHOOL training; college preparatory; 
DIPLOMA standard texts; credit for 
Last past schooling. If you have 
finished 8th grade and are 
Sue over 17 years of age, write 
ware is for free catalog. 
WAYNE SCHOOL 


2527 SHEFFIELD AVENUE 
Catalog HAS-18, CHICAGO 14, iLL. 











know how it is, Gail,” I pleaded. “I can’t 
make a move like that until Amelia is 
straightened out one way or another.” 

“What makes you think she _ needs 
‘straightening out,’ as you put it?” 

“You know very well what I mean—run- 
ning around with a different guy practical- 
ly every night. She’s got to settle down— 
like you, for instance.” 

“[m no different from your 
Julian,” Gail declared. “In my case I’ve 
settled on one fellow—you. Amelia still 
hasn’t made up her mind. The way our 
romance has been dragging on and on, I’m 
beginning to think Amelia’s got the right 
idea.” 

As always when we got on the subject, 
both our tempers flared. I felt that Gail 
should automatically see my point and 
when she didn’t, I got angry. 

“Tt’s not fair to me!” Gail pouted. “Why 
should I sit on the shelf until you’re satis- 
fied that Amelia is safely married. She’s 
a big girl now! And if you don’t change 
your whole approach, Julian, she’s going 
to. wind up hating the very sight of you!” 

Somehow I had soothed Gail’s ruffled 
feelings that night, but now her words 
came back to haunt me. There were so 
many things buzzing around my brain I 
felt as though the top of my head would 
fly off. And yet, as if driven by some un- 
seen hand, I sped toward a showdown with 


sister, 


my sister. 

Now we were in Harlem, and even 
though I knew it was a waste of «time, I 
checked first at Hotel Theresa. I felt pretty 
silly asking the desk clerk for an “Otho 
Somebody-or-another” and “Miss Amelia 
Owens.” Of course, they’d be registered 
as man and wife, I realized as I hurried 
back to the car and climbed in. 

“No point in butting your head against 
a stone wall, Julie,” Gail told me as I 
started the motor. “Try the Alamo.” 

I nodded, swung around Seventh Ave- 
We'd gone a 
“Are you 


nue and headed uptown. 
block or two before it struck me. 
guessing or do you know something?” I 
demanded. 

Gail pressed her lips firmly together and 
instantly I realized that she knew some- 
thing I didn’t. I pulled over to the curb 
and cut the motor, then taking her by the 
shoulders, I twisted her around to face me. 


“Okay,” | grated, “let’s have it!” 
“Julie! You're hurting me!” she pro- 
tested. 


But when I didn’t loosen my grip, she 
bit her lips and blinked hard to keep back 
the tears. “All right,” she cried, “I'll tell 
you. I promised Amelia I wouldn't, but— 
but you're like a wild man!” 

I slumped back against the seat. “I’m 
sorry, honey, but I’ve just got to know.” 

She began to talk, softly but with bitter 
undertones, telling me how Amelia had 
taken her into her confidence. It hurt 
knowing that my sister had been afraid to 
talk frankly with Mother, or especially me. 
She had told Gail she was love with 


Otho Robins and was running away with 
him. 

“But she didn’t say they were getting 
married, did she?” I insisted. 

“No—but surely you have more faith in 
her than to think she’d—” 

“She’s just like my old man!” I shouted, 
“and so am I. If you had any sense, you'd 
jump out of this car and head the opposite 
direction as fast as youcan run!” I leaned 
over and opened the door. Gail didn’t 
budge. “You'll be sorry,” I said. Secret- 
ly I was glad she wasn’t running out on 
me. 

“Maybe. But I’m going to stick around 
to see you told off, because I think that’s 
just what’s going to happen!” 

A short time later we were at the Alamo 
Hotel, learning the room number, I dashed 
up the steps to the second floor before the 
startled desk clerk could stop me. Appar- 
ently he had tried to warn them because 
when I got to Room 206, the door was ajar 
and I saw Amelia sitting on the bed, the 
telephone in her hand. The gown she 
wore was the kind only a bride would wear 
on her wedding night—or a woman who 
was keeping a rendezvous with her lover. 

I brushed past the man who had opened 
the door and grabbed my sister by the arm. 
“You cheap little slut!” I yelled, shaking 
her like a rag doll. “You're no better than 
a common streetwalker!” 

“Julian!” Gail screamed, tugging at my 
sleeve. I shook her off. 

Amelia barely flinched. On her face was 
a cold, sneering look as if she were proud 
of me finding her like that. It infuriated 
me even more. I heard the man behind 
me rush up, and I whirled to meet him. 

“You can’t talk like that to my—” 

My fist connected with his jaw the pre- 
cise moment the last word came out. It 
was “wife.” I stood staring at him as he 
slumped down on the floor, half-conscious. 

At first I couldn’t believe my ears. But 
it was then that Amelia turned on me. Her 
angry words fell on my ears like whip 
lashes. I shook my head dazedly. The 
whole story came pouring out of her like 
a flood of white-hot lava. 

“Yes. I’m married and I’m glad!” she 
screeched. “I’m glad to get away from you 
and Dad—the whole family. But especial- 
ly you, Julian! As long as I can remem- 
ber you’ve been watching me like a hawk, 
sneaking around prying into my business. 
Well. this is the last time you'll ever do 
that. I’ve got a man to take care of me 
now, and I don’t care if I never see you 
again.” 

She advanced on me, her fist clenched 
and her hair flying all around her head like 
a wild woman. I backed away. “Now get 
out of here!” she screamed. “If you weren't 
my brother, I'd have you put under the jail 
for what you just did to Otho.” 

Mumbling apologies, I retreated to the 
door and stumbled out. I saw Gail go over 
and kiss Amelia on the cheek, then follow 
She practically led me 
I was like a 


me out the door. 
downstairs and to the car. 
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man who’d just gone 10 rounds with Sugar 
Ray. 

“T'll drive,” Gail said, and all I could 
do was nod numbly. 

“All the time they were married!” I 
kept mumbling to myself. 

“IT thought it would be fun to see you 
taken down a peg or two,” Gail said final- 
ly. “But it was the most heart-breaking 
sight of my life.” She laid a comforting 
hand on my knee as she headed the car 
down the street. 

Now, at last, I knew the size and the na- 
ture of my sin. I knew what Gail meant 
about a “heartbreaking sight.” My whole 
world had collapsed around my head and 
I’m sure I showed it. I finally realized 
that my attitude towards Amelia went far 
beyond the normal, protective “big brother” 
role. I had set myself up as a guardian 
angel, but one who nagged and scolded 
and spied to keep my sister on the path I 
thought she should go. 

Maybe a psychologist can analyze my 
true feelings toward my sister all those 
years until that night of the big blowup. 
But as we drove toward home, I| felt a 
heavy. invisible load lift from my heart. I 
knew that Gail would forgive me. I planned 
to marry her as soon as possible. She 
knew that I was finally rid of my weird 
obsession. 

But my sister—could she ever forgive 
me? Sure, the way things turned out that 
night, everything was for the best. Per- 
haps some day I may get the chance to beg 
Amelia’s pardon and I can be the brother 
to her I should have been. 


THE END 








Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 11) 


Dear J.B.: 


I add my bray to the nays. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I broke up with the man I had been go- 
ing with for about 15 months because even 
though I loved him, he made my life com- 
pletely miserable. I learned then that it is 
possible to both love and hate a man. 
Every day that I saw him, my love lessened 
and my hate increased, so I quit him. He 
has tried to come back to me again and 
promises that things will be different this 
time. Do you think that since 'm not in 
love with anybody else I ought to give him 
a second chance? Not a second, but say 
a thousandth? He has already failed so 
many times that I just don’t know what is 
the right thing to do. Once he meant the 
whole world to me. K.R. 


Dear K.R. I don’t think he is worth a 
thousandth chance. People don’t change 
overnight, and I think you would be making 
another mistake if you went back to him. 
Hang on to what you have. It sounds more 
promising. When you get over the bitter- 
ness of your first disappointment, you will 
begin to realize that. 


On the Records 
(Continued from Page 9) 
ing into the agreement a clause that Billy 
write for it. His Do Something for Me was 
well accepted. 

Then came the one that made the Domi- 
noes: Sixty Minute Man, which sold a mil- 
lion platters, won the Cash Box Magazine 
award as the best rhythm and blues song 
of 1951, and which led Billboard poll of 
hits for 29 straight weeks. 

The tune also cropped up strong in the 
popular field. 

Billy Ward next came up with That’s 
What Yowre Doing To Me, which hit the 
best seller mark after its second week on 
the jukes. Flip side was When the Swal- 
lows Come Back to Capistrano, a sock ar- 
rangement of Leon Rene’s old standard. 

At the same session, Billy and Dominoes 
did Have Mercy Baby and Deep Sea Blues. 
Right now, Baby is threatening to upset the 
record set by Sixty Minute Man. It has 
been selected as Downbeat’s best rhythm 
and blues, and has been first in the Bill- 
board best selling discs for the last eleven 
weeks (at this writing) and the most played 
on the jukeboxes for ten weeks, 

The Dominoes work with a precise beat 
that moves constantly and communicates a 
mounting frenzy of excitement as best ex- 
pressed in Baby. Dominoes include Ward, 
leader, arranger and composer; William J. 
Lamont, baritone; David McNeil, bass; 
Clyde Ward, Billy’s brother, tenor, and 
James Van Loan (brother of one of the 
Ravens), second tenor. Last August the 
group became the first Negro attraction to 
play the Michigan State Fair. 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Love is 
Just Around the Corner/Gin and Tonic 
waxed by the great Billy May band on 
Capitol with that big Jimmie Lunceford 
sound. Willie Smith and the Trio do some 
unison chirping of the vocal of this favorite 
standard while the band pulsates a pleasing 
background on a tune you'll like when 
whirling away the evening hours. GOOD! 
Billy Williams Quartet (Mercury) putting 
down /t’s a Hundred to One/It’s Best We 
Say Goodbye. Some good reading of novel 
lyrics here by a young man whose hit po- 
tentials are already recognized. 





Your Handwriting 
(Continued from Page 16) 


equal to almost every task. Because of his 
strong ideas, he sometimes appears head- 
strong, but this same quality has served to 
prevent him from being imposed upon. 

This writer had faith in creating new 
values and new goals in life by letting the 
Creator work through him. 

An analysis of your handwriting is now 
available to you. Send a self-addressed 
stamped envelope, and I will mail you a 
folder outlining the types of analysis and 
fee. This scientific service is for the par- 
ticular person, who realizes the advantages 
of personal attention. Write Helen Sides, 
Tan, 1820 S. Michigan. Ave., Chicago 16, 
Il, 





RECORDS 


With Each Order of 4 or More Records 
eRee 1 RECORD (our choice) 
1 PHOTO of a Leading Artist 
LATEST RELEASES AND OLD FAVORITES 


C) LAWDY MISS CLAWDY—Lloyd Price 

O GOIN’ HOME—Fats Domino 

] MOODY MOOD FOR LOVE—King Pleasure 

ONE MINT JULEP—The Clovers 

5-10-15 HOURS—Ruth Brown 

CALL OPERATOR 210—Floyd Dixon 

HERE IN MY HEART— Varetta Dillard 

NEW ORLEANS WOMEN — Roscoe Gordon 

SOME DAY SOME WHERE—B. B. King 

GONNA PLAY THE HONKY TONKS— 
Marie Adams 

HELP ME BLUES—Mel Walker 

WALKIN’ THE BOOGIE— John Lee Hooker 

BALD HEADED WOMAN Lightnin Hopkins 

A LETTER TO LIGHTNIN HOPKINS 
Brownie McGhee 

THE RIVER—Floyd Dixon 

BLUE TANGO— Maxwell Davis 

WITHOUT YOUR LOVE—Charles Brown 

TING-A-LING—The Clovers 

PLEASE HAVE MERC Y—Muddy Waters ...... 

BROWN SKIN BABY—). Liggins 

TEARS IN MY EYES—Crudup 

ONE OF THESE DAYS Big Boy Spires 

GUITAR SHUFFLE—Lowell Fulson 

TWO HEARTS ARE GREATER THAN ONE— 
Percy Mayfield 

NO MORE DOGGIN’—Roscoe Gordon 

ROLL MR. JELLY—Amos Milburn 

MY HEART’S DESIRE—Jimmy Lee & Artis 

$O TIRED—Roy Milton 

EASY EASY BABY—Varetta Dillard 
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HAVE MERCY BABY—The Dominoes 89 
pan BLUES—Four Buddies 89 
BESIDE YOU—The Swallows 83 


SOMEONE TO TELL MY TROUBLES TO— 
Arbee Stidham 
COUNTRY BO Y—Muddy Waters 
NIGHT Ly eet f Forrest 
3 O'CLOCK BLUES—B. B. King 
HEAVENLY FATHER—Edna McGriff 
UNION STATION BLUES—John Lee Hooker 
DUST MY BROOM—Eimo James 
DO IT IF YOU WANNA—Sonny Boy + mga 
THAT’S —— YOU'RE DOING TOM 
The Dom 
ROCK ME ‘MAMA John Lee Hooker 
I LOADED—Peppermint Harris 
BEST ye | Milton 
TROUBLE IN MIND—Amos Milburn 
HOWLIN’ WOLF BOOGIE—Howlin Wolf 
60 MINUTE MAN—The Dominoes 
CHICA BOO—Llioyd —_. 
CHAINS OF LOVE—Joe T 
EVERY NIGHT ABOUT THIS 1 TIME. Fats Domino 
COFFEE BLUES—Lightnin Hopkins 
GIVE ME CENTRAL 209—Lightnin Hopkins 
PRAYIN’ GROUND BLUES—Lightnin Hopkins 
LONG WAY FROM TEXAS— Lightnin Hopkins 
WHAT A FOOL I WAS—Percy Mayfield 
STILL A FOOL—Muddy Waters 
SHE MOVES ME—Muddy Waters 


SPIRITUALS 


THIS LITTLE LIGHT OF MINE—Ward Singers. 
HOW MUCH WE CAN BEAR—4Gay Sisters...... 
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89 
9 
The Day Will Surely Come—Swan Silvertones.... .89 
MERCY, OH LORD--Bro. Joe May...... 89 
STOP RIGHT NOW—Bells of Joy... 89 
1 WILL TRUST IN THE LORD—Clara Ward 89 
OLD GOSPEL SHIP—Rev. Morgan............. .89 
Heavenly Home on High—Gospel Harmonettes 89 
HOW ABOUT YOU?—Pilgrim Travelers... 89 
WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys....... 89 
HE’S SO WONDERFUL—Sis. Jessie Renfro. 89 
GET AWAY, JORDAN—Gospel Harmonettes..... .89 
I'M SEALED—Gospel Harmonettes... 89 
LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS—RBells of Joy. 89 
PRECIOUS LORD—KBro. Joe May..... 89 
WE’LL UNDERSTAND—Sister Emily Bram. 89 
COMING HGME—Five Blind Boys... 89 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys 89 
OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys........ 89 
HOW | GOT OVER—Clara Ward......... ; 89 
SURELY GOD 1S ABLE—Ward Singers.... . 89 
Take My Burdens to the Lord—-Ward Singers.... .89 
Gonna Build on That Shore—Soul Stirrers 89 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER~—-Soul Stirrers... -89 
LIVING ON MOTHER’S PRAYER—Soul Stirrers .89 

8! 
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MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers........ .89 
O) SERVANT PRAYER—The Trumpeteers......... -89 
(> LITTLE WOODEN CHURCH—The Trumpeteers.: .89 
O LORD, HOLD MY HAND—Pilgrim Travelers.... .89 
© 1 Got a Mother Gone Home—lilgrim Travelers... .89 
") JESUS, 'M THANKFUL—Pilgrim Travelers.... .89 
CO) WHAT A BLESSING—Pilgrim Travelers........ .89 
0 Jesus Met Woman at Well—Pilgrim Travelers.... .89 
© Jesus Hits Like Atom Bomb—Pilgrim Travelers.. .89 
O WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers....... eC 
O TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers............ .89 
O DO YOU KNOW HIM?—Bro. Joe May.......... .89 
O SEARCH ME, LORD—Bro. Joe May. Se 
© Double Portion of God’s Love —Bro. Joe May..... .89 
C) | CAN’T TARRY—Two Gospel Key one ae 
O WHAT ARE THEY DOING IN HEAVEN? 
Dixie Humming Birds.................+..-- - 
©) Mother, | Need Your Prayer—The Detroiters. -89 
We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured. Send for Free 
Catalogue 


ESSEX RECORD SHOP, Dept. TM 
91 SPRINGFIELD AVE. NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY 
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HAPPY CHILDREN 
LAUGH AND PLAY 

WHEN UPSET TUMMY’S 

GONE AWAY! 


Mothers Rave About 
this wonderful 
Laxative-Stomach 
Sweetener 


Vhen constipation occasionally upsets little 
stomachs, children often act up, bave tantrums, 
or sulk because they feel miserable, can’t eat 

sleep right. That’s why wise mothers give 
yrup of Black-Draught whenever youngsters 
ire sluggish, suffer gassy digestive upset, sour 
ymach, or bad breath from constipation, 

r' hey know its wonderful laxative action can 
help sweeten such sour stomach, too! Then 
bow a child’s disposition improves! 


Sweeten Stomach to Sweeten Child! 


Syrup of Black-Draught tastes honey-sweet so 
cl ildre n take it eagerly. Made of nature’s pure 
vegetable herbs—selected to act thoroughly, 
but gently. No harsh griping. Given at bed- 
time brings comforting relief in morning— 
thus helps sweeten sour stomach too. Your 
child virtually sleeps away these constipation 
worries! Next day youngsters laugh and play! 
No wonder 17,000,000 bottles have been sold. 
Get Syrup of Black-Draught from druggists, 
Works wonders for a child’s good nature! 


ADULTS | For constipation try regular 
Black- Draugbt, laxative -stomacb 

sweetener, famoussince 1840. Familiar Powder, 

Grz anulated « or convenient new T ablet form. 
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STOP HAIR 
BREAKING OFF 


Thousands get grand results 
with Shim. relieves dry. brittle: 
falling Hair. dandruff, itchy scalp 
from external causes. Contains 
sulphur. lanolin. olive oil. 
Guaranteed to please 
or money back 
65c 











HAIR. é SCALP FORMULA 


OR ASSOCIATES 
513 mh... Ave. Brooklyn 5, N. Y. 












j DOCTOR'S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY 


y 4 n r Your loved Or Mg Ov r Remarkable 
\ 8% New D ly d Easily Helps 
\ SylR 2B Reliet tn All Desire For Liquor! 

— \ e ra For vor Ge ne No 


} Ww } ~ will Seuee Is Seasontnn To Stop Drink- 
\ ing. This Is Strictly A Home Method! 
A\ Easy To Take! Nothing Like It Before! 
'\ You Can Go To Business And Carry On 
e As Usual, While Using Our Method! May be 


used secretly for whiskey 


This ‘Is The Only Method That Guar- 





| RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAYS 


Does Drunkenness Threaten Your Happi- 


vine or beer! Improvement Is 
* Remarkably ‘Short Time. The Price Is Amaz- 


For The Entire Method, Formula and 








antees Satisfaction or Your Money Refunded, if SEND 
Returned In Ten Days. You Will Bless The Day 
— This As Thousands Have Already MONEY 








Pay Postman On Delivery! Mail Us Your Name and Address Only! 
SCIENTIFIC AIDS CO., INC. 
Dept. 70-M, Box 118, Jersey City 3, N. J. 
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One 
Unfaithful 
Night 





(Continued from Page 35) 


of red berries into it to match the red trim 
on my new grey wool. I looked at myself 
in the mirror as I smoothed the dress over 
my slim hips. I was proud of my trim fig- 
ure and the skin that was just the color 
of well creamed coffee. 

I knew I was looking my best and I was 
conscious of the approval in Dana Hard- 
ing’s eyes as I laid the morning mail on his 
desk. His “Good Morning; I suppose 
you're Miss Kent,” was crisp and business- 
like but his smile was warm and almost 
intimate. I was aware of a soft flush warm- 
ing my cheeks. It annoyed me; gave me 
the feeling of being a silly adolescent, 
blushing because a personable male ad- 
mired me. I tried to make my voice as cool 
as possible as I returned his greeting. 

I answered a routine question or two, 
then retreated to the outer office. I was 
glad when the morning passed without Mr. 
Harding’s summoning me to his _ office 
again. 

I had lunch with Vi and Marge. Then 
I did a quick bit of shopping before I re- 
turned to my desk. I had hardly seated 
myself when the buzzer rang. I sneaked a 
quick look in the mirror and smoothed 
stray lock of hair before grabbing my note- 
book and a couple of pencils. 

My boss dictated smoothly and concise- 
ly but I was disturbingly aware of his deep 
set grey eyes that never seemed to leave 
my face. I was glad when he dismissed me. 
I already had my hand on the door knob 
when he called me back. 

“Miss Kent. will you have dinner with 
me tonight?” he asked. 

I must have looked my surprise because 
he hurried on: 

“My wife won’t be here for several days 
yet and I detest eating alone.” He smiled 
boyishly and ran his fingers through the 
waves of his thick black hair that was so 
like my own. 

“T don’t know anyone else to ask,” he 
said simply. “You'd be doing me a great 
favor if you would.” 

I hesitated a moment before answering. 
I knew I should refuse but I couldn't. 
Against my will I found myself saying: 

‘I'd be glad to, Mr. Harding. I had 
planned to stay down town tonight to hear 
Marian Anderson. I was dreading a lone- 
ly dinner all by myself.” 

Perhaps you'll let me accompany you to 
the concert also.” he suggested. 

We had dinner at Talberts. I really en- 
joyed myself. Dana Harding was an in- 
teresting conversationalist. He fascinated 
me with stories of his law practice. 

Later we sat and listened to the beautiful 


singing of Marian Anderson. When Dana 
reached over and took my hand in his, I 
didn’t draw it away. It was an enchanted 
evening and the first of the many we spent 
together that month before Meta Harding 
joined her husband. By the time Meta did 
come to Messton I was hopelessly, irrevok- 
ably in love. 

I knew from the first that there wasn’t a 
chance for me. Dana had made that clear 
right from the start. He didn’t lie to me. 
Not then. He hadn’t even lied that first 
night when he had driven me home after 
the concert and told me all about Meta. 

“She has a bad heart.” he told me. “She 
strained it saving my life. We'd been out 
hiking. I fell and hurt myself pretty bad- 
ly. She made a sled out of my coat and a 
couple of saplings, dragged me two miles to 
the highway and flagged down a car to 
take me to the hospital. She never recov- 
ered from the exertion. She may live a 
year and she may live ten but no matter 
how long or how short the time she has 
left Vl never give her any cause to be 
unhappy.’ 

Dana reached over, took my hand and 
held it tightly. “I’m afraid I’m falling in 
love with you, Maybelle.” he told me soitly. 
“You've no idea how much I need someone 
like you, but its no good. I can’t promise 
you a thing but misery.” 

didn’t want Dana to promise me any- 
thing. If he had been less the man of 
honor that he was I wouldn’t have loved 
him. I told him so. 


LL never forget the night Meta had he: 

heart attack. 

I sat close to Dana in the warmth of his 
-mall coupe as he drove me home from the 
office. It had been a trying day and we 
were both tired. As he eased the car in to 
the curb I thought, rebelliously, of the 
handelasp that would have to take the place 
of the kiss Dana couldn’t give me here. 
On impulse I asked him up to the apart- 
ment for a drink. We wouldn’t be alone. 
Vi would be there getting supper, but even 
a snatched kiss would be better than noth- 
ing. 

Vi wasn’t there. We were alone. Vi's 
hastily scrawled note said she wouldn't be 
back until the next day. Dana reached for 
the hat he had tossed on the couch. 

“T guess I won’t wait for that drink after 
all.” he said. He didn’t look at me and he 
didn’t say anything else. He didn’t need 
to. My heart knew all the words and was 
saying them for him. 

Then Dana was lifting my chin to look 
into my eyes. His own were filled with 
all the things he hadn’t said. “Shall I stay. 
Maybelle?” he whispered. I replied, “Yes. 
Dana, oh yes! 

His arms were tight around me the next 
instant. His mouth was crushed against 
mine. 

don’t know how long the phone had 
heen ringing before it penetrated my con- 
sciousness and brought a degree of sanity. 
| pushed Dana away and reached for the 


receiver. 
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a voice inquired. It was 
Bill Grimes. “Have you any idea where 
I can reach Mr. Harding. He isn’t at his 
club. Mrs. Harding has had a heart at- 
tack. They want him at home as soon as 
possible.” 

“Why yes.” I answered slowly. “Mr. 
Harding had an appointment with a client. 
I have the name in my notebook here. I'll 
get in touch with him right away.” I hung 
up and turned to tell Dana but he was al- 
ready reaching for his hat. 

“Meta?” he asked. I nodded. 
kiss me again before he left. I sat there 
and cried because, for the first time, I 
realized Dana had meant it when he said 
Meta would always be first with him. 

I cried because I knew that much as I 
loved Dana, second place would never be 
enough for me. I thanked God the phone 
call had come before it was too late, and 
I promised Him that if Meta lived I would 
go away and try to forget Dana. 


“Miss Kent?” 


He didn’t 


I sat by the kitchen table most of the 
night, drinking coffee and trying not to 
pray that Meta was dead. When Dana 


finally phoned that she was out of danger 
I wanted to be able to say “Thank God!” 
and mean it. 

I dreaded telling Dana I was going away 
but I didn’t have to. He was making the 
break himself. He had already talked to 
Mr. Kendal about taking over his clients. 
He" was going to take Meta back to Sa- 
vannah immediately. 

“She wants to be near her family,” he 
told me. “She feels she hasn’t much longer 
to live. I'm afraid she’s right, Maybelle, 
and if she’ll be happier there I want her 
to be able to go.” 

I don’t know what I said but it must 
have been all right for Dana’s “God bless 
you,” was fervent. 

“IT won’t see you again,” he added. “I 
And Maybelle, ’'m glad I 
That isn’t what I 


don’t dare to. 
didn’t stay last night. 
want for you.” 

“I’m glad too,” I told him. 
head last night but that isn’t the 
want it either.” He 
that I thought he had hung up but after 
a moment he spoke again. 
my dearest. 


“T lost my 
way I 
was silent for so long 


If the 


nothing on 


“T love you so much, 
time ever comes when I’m free, 
earth will keep me away.” 

“LIL wait,” I promised. 
ever if I have to. Believe that, 


“Tl wait for- 
Dana. Be- 
lieve it.” 

“Tt will be that belief that will make the 
waiting bearable, my darling,” Dana told 
me. 

After Dana hung up I went into the bath- 
room and put cold packs on my eyes. I 
had to get the puffiness out of them before 
I went to work. I couldn’t let them know 
at the office that Dana’s leaving meant any- 
thing to me. 

I stood in the shadows the night the 


Hardings boarded the plane for Savannah.” 


Dry-eyed, I watched Dana as he tenderly 
helped Meta up the steps and into the 


plane. Then I went home to cry myself 
to sleep. 

For Dana’s sake I had kept up a casual 
dating to cover our interest in each other. 
Now I was glad that I hadn’t given up all 
my boy friends. They helped to fill the 
void left by Dana’s departure. But al- 
though I let them take me to shows and 
dances, and sometimes let them kiss me 
goodnight, it was like walking in my sleep 
—just that automatic and meaningless. 

Dana had been gone for two years when 
I met Benn Davis. Benn was a couple of 
years older than I. He was an undertaker. 
as bubbling over with the joy 
into that melancholy 
profession is a mystery to me. He even 
made me laugh, a thing I hadn’t done much 


How anyone 


of living ever went 


since Dana went away. 

When Benn called me one day and asked 
dinner with him and go to the 
his club was giving, I said yes and 
found myself looking forward to 
I dressed with unusual 
bell rang I hurried 


me to have 
dance 
actually 
going out with him. 
care. When the door 
to answer it. 

Benn had brought me a corsage of small 
green orchids. I pinned them to the bodice 
of my white gown. Benn’s eyes were openly 
admiring. 

“You're the 
ever saw.” he 


first black haired angel I 
told me. “All my life I’ve 
been looking for one. Now I’ve found her 
she’s more beautiful than I dreamed pos- 
sible.” 

“That’s the nicest thing anyone ever said 
to me,” I told him. “But I’m afraid you 
flatter me. I’m afraid you’re an awful liar. 
There are at least two girls right in Ken- 
dal’s office prettier than I am.” 

Benn laughed but his eyes were serious. 
“T don’t believe it,” he answered. “Any- 
way I didn’t see them. After I got a look 
at you something went wrong with my eyes. 
I haven’t been able to see any other girl 
since.” 

I laughed with him and went to pick up 
dancing. I found I liked 
There 
had known with 
of rightness 


my wrap. Later. 


being in Benn’s arms. was none of 
the heady excitement I 
Dana but there 
about it that made up for that. 


When Benn proposed, a few weeks later, 


was a sense 


I accepted him and let him slip the old- 


fashioned engagement ring on my finger. 


“It was my mother’s engagement ring.” 


he told me. “She gave it to me when I told 


her about you. Of course,” he added. “We 
can have it reset if you'd prefer.” 
“T wouldn’t think of it,” I said. “I love 


it just the way it is.” I raised my lips for 
his sweet and tender kiss. 

I didn’t tell Benn about Dana. There 
was no point in it. I knew I still loved 
Dana and always would but I hadn’t heard 
from him since he left. I didn’t know where 
he was, whether Meta still lived or if Dana 
even remembered me any more. So I 
turned the key on that room of my heart 
and promised myself that I'd be a good 


wife to Benn. 
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MAKE BIG MONEY 
FULL or SPARE TIME! 


NYLONS GUARANTEED 
9 MONTHS 







MEN and WOMEN! Start 
a Wil-knit NYLON Club. 
Friends and neighbors give 
you orders for beautiful 
NYLONS — THEN, as 
members of your club, 
depending on quantity, they 
get new Nylons absolutely FREE, if their 
hose wear out, run, or even snag—from any cause 
whatever—within NINE MONTHS. Many have made excep- 
tional earnings of $50.00 to $60.00 the first week—and more! 
I can also arrange to have a new Chevrolet delivered to you 
by your local dealer as a bonus—so you can drive around to 
call on your Club Members. Just send me your name on a 
ostal card sol can send u_all this money-making in- 
ormation . . . absolutely FREE Please send your hose size. 
Do it NOW! Just mail ba a to me. L. Lowell Wilkin, 


WIL-KNIT HOSIERY CO., -.. A-4210 Midway, Greenfield, Ohio 
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experienceneeded. Full or Spare Time. Earni 6 TY 
to $20.00 in a day. WRITE NOW for BIG MON MAKIN 
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START AS HIGH AS 
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Veterans Get Special Preference 
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/ FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
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ROCHESTER i, ™. Y. 
(Not Government Controlled) 





Railway Mail Clerks; 
Postoffice Clerks, Car- 

riers; Stenographers— / 
Typists; Meat Inspec- / 


tore: Many Giher Sith. j Gentlemen: Rush to me, 


FREE of charge, list of U. 8. 


PREPARE 2 Government jobs. Send 
IMMEDIATELY ° FREE 32-page book deserib- 
~~ ing salaries, vacations, hours, 

Common Educa- 9 work. Tell me about your $10- 


tion Necessary © 
Mail 

Coupon / 
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a-month training plan to help me 
get one of these jobs. 
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MEDICATION 
BRINGS TO RELIEVE ITCHING 


* UPSET SKIN 


Also Hygienicaily Cleanses for 
BEAUTY CARE 
And Acts As A Deodorant 
Palmer's SKIN SUCCESS Soap, effec- 


tively medicated, contains wonder 
working lanolin. Whip up the rich 
foamy medication of Palmer's SKIN 
SUCCESS Soap, and allow to remain on 
a huxurious three minutes. See how it 
relieves the itching of *upset skin, such 
as ugly pimples, eczema and rashes, 
how it takes beauty care of lovely 
complexion, and also relieves skin bac- 
teria, chief cause of perspiration odor 
For the sake of your complexion, today 
get the 3 way action of Palmer's SKIN 
SUCCESS Soap. 25c at drug and toi- 
letry counters. Satisfaction guaranteed 
or money back. 


- To complete help to re- 
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LANOLIN 


lieve itching of ugly 
(conor 


pimples, rashes, ring- 
worm, eczema get Palm- 
er's SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment. Only 25c 
Proved for over 100 
years by millions of 
users, and recently 
proved again by noted 
doctor's clinical tests 
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Palmers SKIN SUCCESS 


__— SOAP & OINTMENT _ 


HAIR REMOVED 
instantly 


superfluous hair re- 
mediately from Face, 
4 egs, with our wonderful 
ATT REMOVER. Yes, you can 
tually remove hair above and 
the skin surface. $ 
and leaves the 
ooth and lovely to 
VE GUARANTEE that we 
ef ial your money if after 
d application hair grows 
*riced at only $2.00. Tri- 
e $5.00. Rush your name 
idress. Enclose check, cash 
order or sent C.O.D. 

tal charges. 


LAUREL CHARM SALON, Dept. C-635 


125 E. 46th St. New York 17, N. Y. 


Do You Want To 
Make Men OBEY YOU? 


Do you want to make him 
love you wildly, fiercely? Do 
you want to make him say, 
‘Darling, I adore you. I wor- 
ship you. I'll do ANYTHING 
for YOU!’’ Do you want to 
make him OBEY your every 
command? Then use CHEZ- 





nted, 








ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
help you CONTROL Men. 
One woman told me _ that 


CHEZ-ELLE is the STRONG- 
EST perfume she ever used. 
Another woman told us that 
she blesses the day she first 
used CHEZ-ELLE, because 
now her husband comes 
home at night to help her. 
our name and address and I will rush 

ial B ottle a CHEZ-ELLE (What a Perfume) to 
When the postman delivers CHEZ-ELLE in a plain 
package, deposit only $2 plus postage (3 for $5) with 
I n this GUARANTEE. Use CHEZ-ELLE for 10 
jays. If you don’t agree that CHEZ-ELLE is the most 
POWE RFUL perfume you ever used, return it and I'll 

r ur $2 right back. Write NOW to 


TRULOVE, 58 Walker St., Dept. 103-TC, New York 13 











| Wi WERE married the first day of June 

in the little parsonage on Vine Street. 
Vi stood up with me and a friend of Benn’s 
acted as best man. Afterward we went to 
Kesson’s night club for our wedding sup- 
per. Then Vi and Jim slipped away and 
Benn took me home. 

I grew to know within a matter of 
weeks that I had made a mistake in marry- 
ing Benn. He was sweet and gentle but in- 
sanely jealous. This, added to the fact that 
I, because of training and background, was 
conservative about love-making and 
caused _bar- 


very 
Benn was extremely ardent, 
riers between us. 

Benn was patient and 
learned to accept his caresses, although I 
couldn’t welcome them. Maybe in time I 
would have been able to return his ardor 
if Benn hadn’t changed. He took to stay- 
ing out nights, he became moody and 
violently jealous. 

It got so I hated to go home at night be- 
cause Benn was sure to make a scene after 
some man had looked at me a fraction of 
a minute longer than he thought necessary 
or I had smiled when I spoke to the gro- 
cery clerk. Any little thing would bring 
on a scene. 

I think one of the reasons I had married 
Benn was because I longed for children but 
Benn wouldn’t hear of my having a baby. 
He didn’t intend to share me with anyone 
at all. 

Yet Benn wasn’t above 
little, himself. More than once he 
in smelling of liquor and with traces of 
lipstick on his face. In fact, he seemed to 
deliberately leave evidence of his infidelity 
for me to see. 

I breathed a prayer of 
when Benn announced he would have to 
go to New York to a morticians’ conven- 
tion and would be gone a couple of weeks. 
We had been married almost three years, 
and our marriage had 
hell for me. I wanted those two weeks to 
decide what I was going to do about it. 


gradually I 


stepping out a 
came 


thanksgiving 


become a_ private 


Then right in the middle of those two 
weeks Dana came back. I walked out of 
the office one night and there he was. All 


flooding back 


stare, 


my old love for him came 
like a tidal 
speechless, as he came across the sidewalk. 

“Dana! Dana!” my heart cried but my 
lips couldn’t say a word. Numbly I let him 
take my arm and help me into his car. I 
just couldn’t think of a thing to say. I 
didn’t pay any attention to where we were 
going or hardly hear what Dana was say- 


wave. I could only 


ing. 
Only one thing registered. Dana was 
back! Hazily I realized that Dana had 


stopped the car and come around to help 
me out. I made an effort to concentrate 
and saw that he had pulled up before a 
small hunting lodge he used to use a few 
miles out of Messton. 

“T brought you here so we could talk.” 
he told me “I want you all to myself so I 
can tell you how long these five years have 


been.” I let him lead me into the cabin and 
help: me out of my coat. 

“TI came just as soon as I could.” Dana 
was saying “Meta passed away in her sleep 
six months ago.” I didn’t answer but let my 
eyes feast on every line of his beloved face. 

“T came just as soon as I could.” Dana 
repeated “Darling, it’s been so long.” 

“Too long.” I burst out at last “Dana. 
Dana. why didn’t you write me just once? 
Why didn’t you send me just a postcard 
so I'd know you still cared. I’'d have waited 
if l’'d only had one word from you, now 
it’s too late and I’m the most miserable per- 
son in the world.” 

Suddenly. I was sobbing in his arms and 
pouring out the story of my marriage. “He 
doesn’t love me.” I cried. “He hasn’t loved 
me for a long time but he’ll never Jet me 
go.” 

“He'll have to.” Dana comforted me. 
“T won’t leave you now that I’ve found you 
again. He'll have to let you go.” 

I believed him and somehow I began to 
feel better. I relaxed against Dana and re- 
turned his hungry kisses. Now that I was 
determined to leave Benn I didn’t feel I 
was doing wrong to let Dana make love to 
me. Again it seemed right and wonderful. 
I didn’t protest. I had loved him so long. 
I nestled a little closer to Dana. His eyes 
were closed. He stroked my hair and mur- 
mured “Niki.” 

I didn’t draw away. I just let the hot 
waves of shame wash over me. Dana had 
called me Niki. Dana hadn’t called me 
Maybelle, or even Meta. Dana had called 
me Niki in a tone of love and shared ten- 
derness. The most horrible part, he hadn’t 
even noticed his mistake. 

Years ago I had given Dana a billfold 
with his name on it. Tonight he had taken 
it out of his pocket to show me he still had 
it and then had carelessly tossed it onto the 
night table. But Dana hadn’t said any- 
thing about the picture of myself I had 
given him with it. As he stepped out of 
the room to mix some drinks, I had a sud- 
den impulse. 

I reached out and picked up the wallet. 
My wasn’t there but Niki’s was. 
It was a picture of an almost white girl 
with the body of a dancer and the face of a 
It was inscribed: “To Dana, 
from his adoring wife. Niki.” 

Well it was all there. All wrapped up in 
a neat little package labeled Chump which 
meant no one but me. The prize chump of 
all time. 

Dana came out of the other room. | 
stood there, looking at him and wondering 
why I had ever thought him the answer to 
my prayers. He didn’t even look like the 
man | had dreamed of for five long weary 
years. He was still handsome but the 
marks of dissipation were clearly visible to 
one whose eyes were no longer blinded by 


picture 


fallen angel. 


infatuation. 

“I’ve just discovered we’re out of limes. 
I can’t stand Tom Collins without lime,” 
he said breezily. “I'll run out and get 
some. Wait for me, darling,” he asked. 


I nodded dumbly. He left. 
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Suddenly I thought of Benn who was 
Jean, hard and clean-looking. Was it my 
fault that our marriage had failed? Had 
Benn sensed that he was only second best 
and had that been too little for him even as 
once I had decided that playing second 
fiddle was too little for me? All at once I 
knew I was going to try to patch up my 
marriage. I was impatient to get out of 
there before Dana woke up. 

] rummaged in my bag for a scrap of 
paper and scribbled a note “You called 
me Niki by mistake,” I wrote “I looked 
in your billfold to see why. I’m taking the 
ear. I'll leave it Dick’s 
You can phone him to bring it out.” 
then as an afterthought I added “Don’t 
Nothing you can say 


outside garage. 


and 


try to see Me again. 
will make any difference.” 

I left the note with Niki’s picture and 
sipped out the door. As I closed it I 
closed my heart on the image of Dana I 
had carried there for almost six years. 

In the week before Benn came home I 
did a lot of soul-searching. I decided just 
where our marriage had gone wrong. Benn 
had loved me more than anything in the 
world when he married me. I had merely 
wlerated him. Never once had I gone into 
his arms willingly and Benn had sensed my 
reluctance and had known I was in love 
with someone else. 

It had been my that Benn had 
wrned to others for the warmth | denied 
him. Silently | prayed forgiveness for the 
wrong I had done him. 

I would have given ten years of my life 
lo be able to wipe out the memory of my 
illicit rendezvous with Dana to be the 
that Benn deserved. Yet in heart I 
knew that if Dana hadn’t come back I'd 
never have been free of my obsession. 


fault 


wife 
my 


I learned a lot about myself in those few 
days. I grew to understand why Benn had 
changed. It was like a revelation when 
| took time to really Benn’s side of 
With that understanding 
realization of rich, full love; real unselfish 
love for the man who had given me so much 
and asked so little. 

I know now that I made a mistake when 
Idecided not to téll Benn about Dana, but 
itseemed best then. Benn would probably 
forgive me if I could convince him that I 
was sincere but it would hurt him 
than I liked to think about. It 
portant to me not to hurt Benn any more 
than I already had. 

I went shopping the day before 
came home. For the first time in years | 
bought clothes to please a man. I selected 
several dresses that were so different from 
the severe tailored things I had been wear- 
ing. I bought a couple of frilly negligees 
and some dainty undies. Then | 
Messton’s best Beauty parlor and told the 
titl to give me the works. 


see 


things. came a 


more 


was im- 


Benn 


went to 


Benn’s plane was due in at midnight but 
hours before that time I was ready and 
waiting for him. I was wearing the new 
white negligee that was so much like the 
tvening gown I had worn for my first date 
with Benn. I hoped he would notice it too. 





I had always been proud of my abundant 
black hair. I brushed it until it gleamed 
and let it wave down around my shoulders. 

I retouched my lips, shook up a fresh 
batch of Martinis. 

I met Benn at the door and faised my 
face for his kiss as I reached for his coat. 
“Don’t ever stay 


“I missed you.” I said. 


away so long again.” 

Instantly his face lighted up with pleas- 
ure that almost as rapidly faded into a look 
of suspicion: 

“What’s the he demanded. “It 
isn’t a gag,” I assured him. I led the way 
into the living room and poured him a 


drink. 


gag? 


“Benn, I’ve been doing a lot of thinking 
while you were away.” I said over my 
shoulder. I turned and handed’ him the 


glass. “I love you an awful lot Benn.” I 
told him. He didn’t answer, but slowly 
drained his glass and set it down on the 
table. His eyes never left mine. 

I took a deep breath and plunged on. 
“T don’t want to go on the way we have 
been. start know | 
haven’t been a very ardent wife, Benn, but 
if you'll be patient with me I'll learn. | 
Will you give me a 


Can’t we over? | 


want to learn Benn. 
chance?” 

Slowly the suspicion left Benn’s eyes and 
he drew me into his arms. “There’s nothing 
in the world that I want as much as I want 
“T’ve been in hell, 


your love,” he told me. 


Maybelle. I thought you didn’t love me 
and it made me wild with jealousy and 
when I tried to make you jealous you didn’t 
seem to care. That made me more sure 
than ever that you didn’t love me. 

“If I could only be sure of your love, I'd 
never be jealous or do anything to hurt 
you again as long as I live.” 

“Then be sure, Benn.” I pleaded. “You'll 


neve! * and I meant it with all my 
heart and soul, 

From the minute on Benn’s love erased 
the last thought of Dana from my heart and 
body. 

Benn had changed so completely since 
he returned from New York. 
the kind thoughtful husband 
in the our marriage. | 
knew I couldn’t tell him about Dana now. 
Perhaps if I had told him right away it 
been all right but with 
beautifully, I feared to 


regret it. 


He was again 
had been 


early months of 


would have now, 
things working so 
upset the situation. 

I would have to live with my lie the rest 
of my life. the 
disappeared with the discovery that I was 
I put off telling Benn about the 
| could. 


He hadn’t wanted 
before but now 


Soon brooding about it 
pregnant. 
baby for 
prise Benn was pleased. 
baby 
of my love he welcomed 


as long as To my sur- 


to share me with a 
that he was sure 
the thought. 

I was ill for a long time before the baby 
was born, and Benn was the soul of com- 
fort to me. He waited on me, hand and 
foot. If I hadn’t loved him before I would 
have had to because of the adoring love he 
gave me during those trying months. I had 
a long and difficult labor and Benn sat be- 
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LONG, THICK 
HAIR STARTS! 


Highest medical authorities agree that 
hair grows and is fed from the scalp. . 

and that a healthy scalp is a MUST for 
lovely, healthy hair. Make this TEST 
right now! Rub your scalp . is it 
tight or sore? Does it itch? Is it crusted 
with dandruff and greasy deposits of 
heavy hair dressings? Has it been 
abused with hot combs, marcel irons or 
straighteners? If you answer yes to any 
of these, you may be cheating yourself 
of a normally healthy scalp where nat- 
urally thick, luxuriously long hair 




















































grows! Amazing new Long Aid SUL- 
PHUR For The Scalp contains both 
SULPHUR and sooth- 
TRY ing LANOLIN. With 
massage it: Allays 
ONE FULL your itching (scratch- 
ing can infect, cause 
M hair loss) .. . soothes 
ONTH the tenderness 
removes louse dan- 
AT druff and stimulates 
1 blood circulation of 
OUR RISK! scalp surface. So new, 
so wonderful is Long 
Aid SULPHUR For The Scalp you re- 
ceive this remarkable offer: Try won- 
derful Long Aid SULPHUR not just 
one time or a few days, but FOR A 
FULL MONTH. If you can't actually 
see and feel the difference in your scalp 
and hair, ALL YOUR MONEY BACK'! 
Long Aid SULPHUR For The Scalp is 
made by the makers of nationally fa- 
mous Long Aid For The Hair. One 
Month Treatment sent postpaid for 
only $1.00 plus 20c tax (total: $1.20) or 
sent C.0O.D. plus postage and ¢.0.D 
fee. Rush order today. You save 25c by 
sending payment with order. Keystone 
Co., Dept. r/- SE-7, Memphis, ae 
All Things Are Possible!’’ Are you facing difficult 
problems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 
Unhappiness? Drink? Love or Family Troubles? 
Would you like more Happiness, Success and *‘Good 
Fortune’”’ in Life? Here is wonderful NEWS of a re- 
markable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping thou- 
sands to glorious new happiness and jc Just clip this 
Message now and mail with your name, address and 3c 
stamp to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWS P, Box 210 
Noroton, Conn. We will rush this wonderful N 
Message of PRAYER and FAITH to you by A 
MAIL absolutely FREE! 
Easily, comfortably 
LOSE ae THE EASY PAIN- 
s v. ed Medication, No 
A - 

























ience. els 
SUIT and within: mere minutes y« 
‘ an feel the effects. Uses steam 
sath principle without the neces- 
oe of bulky expensive equipment 
or massage parlor fees. his easy 
means works as you play, sleep, or 
just loll around. Reducing is 
— by excessive perspira- 
ion 
Pure 


Virgin Veet that can 
be cleane t 
th. 


d with a damp 


alone or over shorts, 
pants, tee shirts, ete 

@ Works while you pla ay, eat, 
© ole 


ep. 
@ Will not chap or Seetts ate but 
: o~ i 


@ Sensational ¢ 
tain gle ymorous: hes 
abdomen, 





aist 

s! Doctors’ Ap- 
proved Slimming 
Plan 


GET 
GLAMOUR Now! 





money order and we 

pay all charges 
SLENDA-SUITS 

Dept. 507 480 Lexington Ave. 


New York 17, N. Y. 


59 








side me and held my hand as long as they’d 
let him, then paced the corridor just out- 
side my room until the long ordeal was 
over. 

Benn was crazy about the baby and 
everytime I saw them together a_ knife 
twisted in my heart as I thought of how I 
had betrayed his trust. 


A YEAR after Bertie was born, his sister 
Ann joined us. 

Three months after I came out of the 
hospital, Dana came to see me. “I had to 
see you.” Dana explained. “I know you 
hate me, Maybelle for what I did. I have 
no excuse to offer. When Meta died I was 
already involved with Niki. She loved me 
and gave me the love I needed. She wasn’t 
like you. Maybelle. Niki wasn’t young and 
innocent like you were. Niki knew her way 
around and I didn’t feel guilty when I was 
with her. She didn’t expect anything more 
than the half life I gave her. She didn’t 
even tell me when she knew she was carry- 
ing my child. 

“Niki had intended to go away alone to 
It was just by accident that I 
found out about it. And then Meta died 
and I married Niki. I didn’t love her like 
[ loved you but I was fond of her and she 
What else could 


have it. 


was carrying my child. 
I do?” 

I listened quietly and Dana continued: 

“[ saw your picture in the paper. It was 
in connection with that blood donor cam- 
paign, but it called you Maybelle Davis so 
I knew you had married toa. But I couldn't 
get you out of my mind and finally I knew 
I had to see you. 

“I didn’t intend to do what I did. If you 
had been happy I would have gone away 
igain and left you alone but I knew the 
minute I saw you that you still loved me 
and some devil got into me and made me 
lie to you. 

“Maybe I had some wild idea about di- 
vorcing Niki, or maybe I just thought that 
you were no longer a child and I didn’t 
need to pull my punches. I only know that 
suddenly I wanted you with the same fierce 
longing I had known before and I had to 
have you no matter what lies I had to tell 
to get you.” 

He paused to light a cigarette and his 
I got up and mixed him 
He took it gratefully 
and gulped it down. He was still hand- 
some as ever but that didn’t mean a thing 
He was just someone I had known 


hand trembled. 
a scotch and soda. 


to me. 
a long time ago. 

“Niki died a year ago.” he said finally. 
“She died giving me my son. I have two 
children Maybelle. but I'm free now, real- 
ly free. I’m not lying to you.” 

“No, Dana.” I said quietly. “When I 
learned about Niki all my love for you 
died. Perhaps it never was real love. Dana, 
but it was very real to me while it lasted. 
But I learned a lot of things that night, 
Dana. I learned that in spite of my feeling 
for you I had married Benn because I loved 
him. I went back to Benn and begged for 
another chance to prove I could be a good 


0U 





wife. I have been a good wife, Dana. 
Every minute of our marriage since that 
time has been perfect. 

“T don’t hate you Dana, but I don’t love 
you either. 

“So. this is goodby. Dana.” I said. I got 
to my feet and held out my hand but he 
ignored it; 

“Will you kiss me goodby, Maybelle?” 
he pleaded. “I won't be back again. I 
couldn’t bear to see you again and know 
that I’ve lost you forever.” 

I put my hands on his shoulders and 
kissed ‘him lightly. If I hadn’t known be- 
fore that my love for him was dead, that 
kiss would have told me. All I could feel 
now was a vague pity that Dana would 
never know the kind of love Benn and | 
shared. 

I didn’t hear Benn come in but suddenly 
he was there and I knew he had seen me 
kiss Dana, 

I snatched at a straw: anything that 
would keep him quiet until Dana left. 
“This is Dana Harding.” I babbled. “You 
remember he used to be my boss. His wife 
died just recently and he stopped by to tell 
me. We were just saying goodby.” 

“Yes.” Benn said. “I noticed that. 
ticed a lot of things.” 

“Don’t Benn.” I pleaded. “Don’t say it. 
Don’t say it now. Wait and let me talk to 
you.” I turned to Dana “Please go.” I said. 

Dana was gone. I heard the slam of the 
car door; the whine of the starter and the 
quick roar of the powerful motor. I heard 
the scratch of gravel under spinning wheels. 
Then the silence closed in and left me 
with nothing to cling to—nothing to keep 
me from looking at Benn. I didn’t want to 
look at Benn. 

I sank into a chair and buried my face 
Soon I was going to 


] no- 


n 


my shaking hands. 
have to look at Benn. In just another min- 
ute I was going to have to look Benn in the 
face and try to explain about Dana. 

I looked up then and began to talk. I 
told Benn the whole story just as I’ve told 
it here. In the telling I found the first real 
peace I had known for a long time. The 
worst had happened and a load of secret 
guilt was lifted from my heart. 

I lifted pleading eyes and looked at 
Benn. “I don’t suppose you can ever for- 
give me.” I said. 

Suprisingly Benn’s hands were gently 
raising me to my feet and into his arms. 
“T don’t need to forgive you.” he said. “I 
love you and I know that you love me. | 
know that recently your every thought has 
been of me. What happened before then 
isn’t important except that it freed your 
mind of an obsession and brought us to- 
gether. It was what you needed.” 

Benn gave me a quick kiss and pushed 
me toward the kitchen. 
per.” he ordered. “Ill dress our son.” 


“You go start sup- 


I stopped a moment before I started sup- 
per and thanked God for the wonderful 
man [| had married. I vowed I'd spend the 
rest of my life trying to make him as hap- 


THE END 


py as I was. 


Love 


Cheat 


(Continued from Page 19) 


was this the same Greg who had propos 
to me months before at the Junior prog 
under the traditional trellis. He’d held y 
then. trembling. and when I'd agreed | 
marry him, his kiss had been passionay 
and his dark stormy with pent, 
emotion. 

Numbly I realized that tears were cour 
ing down my face as I conjured up men 
ries of Greg. He was my whole life. 
loved him. I dabbed at my eyes as I turned 
and headed for the dormitory where I wa 
still staying. 

In my room that afternoon, I decided y 

It didn’t matter what anybos 
I probably wouldn’t come bac 
I'd stay as far awa 
There wer 

I got w 


eyes 


go home. 
thought. 
to finish school here. 
from Washington as I could. 
plenty of schools in Michigan. 
and pulled my suitcase from the clow 
shelf. I began throwing things in. I tol 
the puzzled house mother to have my trum 
sent up from the basement. At first sl 
misunderstood. “Oh, you and Greg ar 
going to get married right away?” He 
voice was warm and cordial. 

There was no reason to be curt with he 
so I answered. “No, Mrs. Wright. It’s jug 
that I have to go home. It’s rather sudden, 
an emergency. I want to leave tomorrow. 

Her bewildered eyes followed my retrea 
down the hall. 

The frat pin was still pinned to m 
blouse. I'd have to give it back to Greg 
Maybe I wouldn’t have to give it to hia 


personally. I couldn’t bear the thought 
seeing him again. Maybe I could give it 
to Steve. Steve was Greg’s best friend 


He’d always been sort of a brother to me, 
taking over dance dates for Greg whe 
Greg had to work or study late. He him 
self admitted that he was too much of3 
Lothario to have a steady girl. He was ont 
of the best-looking fellows on the campus 
and the fact that he was in med school, too, 
made him a real catch for someone. Bit 
to me Steve was just a dub, a stand-in for 
Greg when he couldn’t make it “a wolf il 
friend’s clothing” he called himself. 

I went to the hall phone booth and called 
the boarding house where Steve, Greg ani 
several other of the fellows lived. 

“Steve”? I asked breathlessly, praying 
that Greg wouldn’t answer the phone. 

“Just a minute,” a strange voice at 
swered on the other end. Thank heavens 
it wasn’t Greg! 

“Hey. chicken,” Steve started in his usual 
light manner when he reached the phot 
“What’s up?” 

“T want to see you, Steve. 
give you something.” 


I want 
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“Hurray. and it isn’t even Christmas,” 
he chortled. 

“No, I’m serious. This is very important.” 

He caught the tone of my voice. “Can I 
pick you up for dinner? Are you eating 


“with Greg?” 


“Yes, you can pick me up, and no, I’m 
not seeing Greg this evening. See you 
about seven?” 

“On the dot, sugar. Is everything okay?” 

“Everything’s just fine, Steve,” I an- 
swered, amazed at the coolness of my own 
voice. 

When Steve called for me that evening, 
he was obviously curious. As I walked 
toward him in the foyer I wondered why a 
fellow with his good looks hadn't settled 
down. Maybe that was just it. He'd 
broken a dozen hearts on the campus. He 
might even have broken mine if it hadn’t 
been for Gregory. So instead I had let 
Greg break my heart and Steve was just a 
buddy standing by. 

I wore a filmy organza dress, pale green 
and misty. It was the sort of a dress a girl 
wears when she’s in the dumps and really 
needs a morale booster. 

Steve’s appreciative whistle did boot my 
ego a notch or two. He tucked my arm 
into his as we stepped out on the campus. 

“You mean to tell me Greg has seen you 
in that dress and hasn’t rushed you to the 
altar yet, Enid?” 

Softly I spoke the words to lessen the 
emotion I was feeling. “Not only has he 
failed to rush me. Steve, he’s not going to. 
That’s why I wanted to see you. I want to 
send Greg his fraternity pin back. Will 
you do the honors?” 

We sat on a bench on the still campus 
and Steve let me pour out the whole story. 
He didn’t say anything until I finished. 
Then he spoke. “Greg wasn’t telling the 
truth about not know, 
Enid.” 

“Now, now, Steve. Don’t go taking up 
for your friend. You’re my friend, too. 
Just take this back to him and tell him 
‘thanks’.” 

Steve tucked the fraternity pin into his 
inside coat pocket. 

“It’s all a mistake.” he said unevenly. 

I smiled a weak little smile. “Now. since 
this is my last night in town. how about 
How 


4 
loving you, you 


whooping it up with me, pardner? 
much money have we got?” 

“The sky’s the limit for you, hon!” he 
bragged. 

We left the quiet bench. After dinner at 
one of the better restaurants (Steve knew 
I wouldn’t want to face the crowd at the 
Grille) we headed for the Caverns. 
ten o'clock. 
fore us. 

“Want a drink, Enid?” 

“Will it help?” I asked. 

“Maybe—but then we can have one just 
for old time’s sake.” 

That’s how the evening got underway. 
By the time the first floor show came on I 
was feeling light, detached. Steve was be- 
ing his most charming self, making up for 


It was 


A long evening stretched be- 
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dresses, skirts, look and fit their best 


over well formed hips, 


thankful...I am being 
helped so very much.”’ 
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his friend’s bad manners, I told myself 
sarcastically. 

Then almost in a haze as the lights came 
up we saw Greg coming toward us. At 
first I didn’t believe my eyes, and then I 
did and my heart pounded wildly. I 
watched him guiding a girl to a table be- 
yond us. The girl was pretty even though 
there was a wise sort of hardness in her 
eyes, and she was sort of plump. I watched 
Even in my 


Then 


them come across the room. 
daze I could feel Steve watching me. 
Greg said “hello.” 

It chilled me. It was a friendly “hello.” 
That was all. His hand rested lightly on 
my shoulder as he introduced the girl who 
already knew Steve. I was afraid Greg 
and Kay—that was her name—would sit 
down, but mercifully no ene suggested 
such a move, They took seats at a couple 
of nearby tables. 

“Is he going to marry her, Steve?” I 
asked as calmly as I could. “Come on, 
You knew it all the while.” 





tell me. Steve. 

He nodded. 

“How about another drink, Steve?” I 
suggested. My gay tone belied the ache in 
my heart. As time went by. we had more 
and more drinks and things around me be- 
came more remote. 
almost as if I had my eyes closed. I could 
hear music, tinkling ice in glasses, muted 
conversations and then I must have 
passed out cold. 

When I came to, I was in a room. Steve 
had put me on a bed. My shoes were off. 
r'here was a cold towel across. my forehead. 
I was sick. I gagged helplessly. Steve 
helped me lean over the side of the bed. 
My head swam. 

“Where am I, Steve?” 

“In Greg’s room.” 

“Greg’s room!” 

“He made me bring you here when you 
passed out. You couldn’t go back to the 
dorm. See, he gave me his key.” 

“Where’s Greg?” 

Steve shrugged his shoulders. 

I leaned up on my elbow again. In the 
dim light I could see it was Greg’s room. 
There was his tan top coat, his pipe rack 
that had been my Christmas present to 
him and my picture on his dresser. 

I lay back. “What happened?” 

“You drank too much, baby. I shouldn’t 
have let you but it was what you seemed 
to want to do.” 

“I’m sorry. Was Greg angry?” 

“No, he nearly cried.” 

“Forgive me, Steve. I just couldn’t help 
it. I love him, I love him so very much.” 

Steve looked at me a long time. “Yes, 
You ought to know 


: 


Enid, I believe you do. 
that he loves you, too.’ 

“That’s a good one, Steve. Know any 
other good stories?” 

“Yes, I do, Enid. I’m going to tell you 
me and I want you to listen.” He got up, 
mixed a seltzer and handed it to me. He 
put water on the hot plate for coffee and 
lit two cigarettes, giving one to me. 
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We danced and it was’ 


“Ready?” he asked. I lay back on the 
pillow and listened. 

Steve told me that something had hap- 
pened to Greg that made him feel that he 
had to break off with me. He felt the best 
way to break off with no questions and 
with no recourse was to tell me he didn’t 
love me. 

I nodded. 
else, Steve.” 

He inhaled deeply. “There is. He's 
going to marry the girl that was with him 
tonight. Kay.” 

“But why. if he loves me?” 

“Because he feels he has to. 
pregnant.” 

“By Greg?” 
ach turning over sickly as I asked. 

“That’s what she says.” 

“When?” 


“During spring vacation when you went 


“But he said there is someone 


Kay is 


I spoke numbly, my stom- 


home.” 

“You mean while I was home asking my 
family if I could stay all summer, just so 
I could be near Greg, he was. he was—” 
I groped for words. “How could he!” I 
felt the fury mounting. 

Steve’s reassuring hand was on mine. 

“There’s something funny about it for 
my money, Enid. You see, Greg doesn’t 
remember anything. He passed out in her 
room with a gang of people around. When 
he woke up, they were alone and she told 
him that they’d been together for some 
time.” 

“Oh, that’s a good story.” I laughed sar- 
castically. 

“Well, let’s look at it this way. hon. You 

And you've been in this room 
Anything in the world could 
You would never 


passed out. 
with 
have happened to you. 


me. 


have known.” 

I flushed. “Steve, you didn’t.” I sat bolt 
upright. 

He grinned his old devilish grin. “No. 
Enid, you mean too much to me for that. 
I just want to take care of you. Anyway. 
Greg would kill me if I touched a hair of 
your head.” 

I smiled gratefully. 
went on, “T told 
You couldn't 


“But just suppose,” he 
you that I had touched you. 
remember. You wouldn’t know anything 
for sure. That’s how it is with Greg. He 
doesn’t know enough to deny it.” 

“He’s a medical student! Why doesn’t 
he—?” 

“You know Greg better than that. Enid.” 

“But he could fight it. Why couldn't he 
tell me if he loves me?” I asked still con- 
fused. 

“There’s one secret that Greg has never 
told you and maybe I shouldn't tell you 
either, Enid. But since I’ve told you this 
much against his wishes, [ll tell you the 
whole story. Since there’s to be a child,” 
Steve continued, “Greg won’t fight it. He’s 
going to marry the girl so the baby will 
have its father. You see, Greg is himself 
an illegitimate child.” 

The silence hung heavy. 


“Poor, 


“T never knew,” I said weakly. 
poor Greg.” 

“Tt makes no difference whatsoever, ex. 
cept that it’s been hard for him and his 
mother and a college education would have 
been out of the question if he hadn't 
worked as hard as he always has here on 
the campus.” 

“T never knew.” I repeated numbly. 

“So you see, Greg’s the kind of person 
who couldn’t live with himself—or you 
either—knowing that there’s a possibility 
that Kay might bear a child that should 
have his name. That’s how Greg is,” Steve 
“Do you love him now?” 
Steve,” I answered 


concluded. 

“T still love him, 
quietly. 

“He knew you would. He knew you'd 
want to stand by, that you’d keep him in 
your heart if he told you the truth. So he 
deliberately hurt you so you'd leave, so 
you'd start all over with someone else, 
somewhere else. It’s darn near killing 
him.” Steve rose and fixed two cups of 
coffee. We drank it black sitting silently 
side by side on the bed. 

“Do you want to see Greg? He’s in my 
room down the hall. He’s not asleep. Just 
sitting there, brooding.” 

“No, it’s best this way,” I answered. “T'll 
be going as soon as it’s light.” I rose un 
steadily and made my way to the window. 
Steve turned out the one light. I raised 
the shade. Already the sky was streaked 
with the coming day. 

“You know. Enid,” Steve said seriously. 
“Tf it weren't for Greg, I would have loved 
you the way I’ve wanted to love you fora 
long time now.” His face was gray in the 
early morning light. “Maybe someday, 
someday after you've gotten over Greg...” 
he began. 

I tipped up to kiss him on his chin, soft- 
ly. “Thanks for everything. Steve. If it 
hadn’t been for Greg. maybe there could 
have been a someday. But not now.” 

“Try to forget him. Enid. He wants you 
to. If you ever need me, I'll be around. 
Anything you want me to tell Greg since 
you won't see him?” 

“Wish him happiness for me, Steve,” I 
said without a trace of sarcasm or malice. 
I smoothed out my slightly wrinkled dress 
and ran the cold towel over my face. I put 
on fresh lipstick at the mirror and got 
ready to leave. It was good I had planned 
to go home today because after staying out 
all night I would have had to leave the 
campus anyway. I shrugged my shoulders. 

Then my eyes fell on my picture on 
Greg’s dresser. I reached out for it but 
Steve’s hand stopped mine. “Don’t do that 
to him, Enid.” 

“But. Steve, if he’s ever to love her, he 
has to forget me. I never thought I would 
say this but since things have turned out 
this way, I want him to forget me now. 
want him to be happy with Kay.” 

Steve moved his hand. I took my picture. 
I wasn’t angry. I wasn’t even hurt any 
more. We left the room and walked out 
into the deserted street. I didn’t sneak o 
hide. I regretted my behavior of the night 
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before—but the night seemed very long 
ago in the brightening streets. I promised 
to call Steve when I got to go. He kissed 
me on the forehead. I let myself into the 
dorm without running into anyone. It 
couldn’t ever have happened like that if I 
had tried to hide or if I had cared. So I 
packed my clothes. Four hours later I was 
at the train station without even having 
called Steve to tell him I was ready to 
leave. 

Sunlight flooded around me in the train 
yards, but it wasn’t the same sunlight I 
had enjoyed just 24 hours earlier. Or may- 
be I wasn’t the same girl I had been. I 
was numb somehow and felt much. much 
older. 

I dropped all my ties with the old cam- 
pus crowd. No letters meant no questions. 
My family didn’t pry and I voluntered lit- 
tle information. I worked as a cashier in 
a pawn shop on Hastings Avenue until 
school started. Then I went to Wayne to 
fnish up, living right at with my 
folks. 

During the Thanksgiving holiday I had 
an unexpected visitor. Steve, tall and hand- 
some, stood framed in the doorway when 
J opened the door Thanksgiving morning. 
Such a reunion it was! My family must 
have thought Steve a long, lost lover. It 
was so very good to see him. I asked him 
about everyone except Greg. When the 
conversation began to comfortable 
little lulls, Steve asked me, “Still carrying a 
torch?” 

“I wish I could say 
swered honestly. 

He was quiet. 

“I don’t want to bother you, Enid, but 
do you think you could ever love me the 
Could it just be a 


home 


have 


‘no’ Steve,” I an- 


way you loved Greg? 
matter of time?” 

I looked at him, 
His chin was set in a determined line that 
was unfamiliar to me. 


“No, 


his eyes were serious. 


Steve, not you. Someone else may- 


be, but not you. You were too close to 
Greg and me. I can’t separate you. Right 
now seeing you has brought back more 
memories than [ like to recall.” 

“I was afraid of that, but you can’t 


blame me for trying.” 

“Are they married, Steve?” 

“Yes, they got married right after you 
left.” 

“The baby, is it—?” 

“No, next month.” 

Then Steve’s old devil-may-care look 
tame back into his eyes. “Girl, you don’t 
know what a marvelous husband you might 
have had in me. You're the one woman I 
would have walked the straight and nar- 
tow for.” 

Thalf-way believed Steve but I said light- 
ly, “And now may I show you the local 
trop of belles?” 

“No,” he said quietly, resting his strong 
hand on mine. Let’s spend this day to- 
gether for auld lang syne—but this time 
to drinking.” He smiled a rueful little 
mile and the rest of the day was fun for 
both of us. No more serious conversation, 


just fun. Then he was gone and I found 
all my memories of Greg with me stronger 
than ever. 

I cried into my pillow almost every night 
after that. Mom and Dad worried about 
me. I’m sure they thought Steve was my 
weakness. I didn’t tell them any different. 
What would they think of a daughter in 
love with a married man? 

December came. Christmas dragged by. 
A Christmas baby Greg and Kay would 
have. Then it was January, then February. 
I hated myself for not being able to forget 
Greg. He was a husband and a father now. 

That’ s why I was taken completely off- 
guard when I found Greg waiting for me 
one Friday afternoon when I came in from 
school weighted down with mid-term bon- 
ing. 

“Greg, Greg I stammered. 

His eyes were moist. He reached for me 
and I held my hands up to keep him at his 


distance. 
“What 
huskily. 
“T’m free, Enid, I’m free!” 
“You couldn’t have divorced her, Greg, 
My voice was harsh and 


are you doing here?” I asked 


you couldn't!” 
accusing. 


“No Enid, there was an annulment. You 
see, I was the fall guy. Please forgive 


me, darling,” “T was a fool 
to let a cheap hussy force me to give you 
up so easily.” Then he kissed me. The 
months rolled back and it was ever so long 
before we could talk. There were tears 
on our cheeks, on our lips. We had lost 
so much time, Finally he told me the story. 

Steve—good old Steve—had gone back 
to Washington and started making a play 
for Kay, even though she was pregnant. 
He used to hang around their room when 
Greg found out about it 
and was angry. There was quite a row be- 
tween the two friends. In spite of every- 


he whispered, 
I 





Greg was away. 


thing Steve kept coming by. One night 
Greg ordered Kay to stop seeing Steve. 


There was a quarrel. Kay told Greg that 


he was nothing but a sucker, that he wasn’t 
the father of her unborn child. The father 


of her child was somewhere in Korea and 
Greg was the best sucker she could find for 
a fall-guy. She told him as soon as she 
had the baby she was going to leave him 
and go off with Steve. “Why be content 
with a doctor when you can have a good- 
looking doctor.” she taunted. 

Greg had walked out of the house and 
never gone back. 

But he waited until the baby had been 
bern and blood tests proved beyond a 
doubt that the baby could not have been 
his. The marriage was annulled. He and 
Steve patched their differences and Greg 
was not surprised to find that Steve had 
planned the whole incident in order to 
bring Greg and me together again. 

Greg looked deep into my eyes. “I’ve 
to tell you how sorry I am, Enid. I 
no right to ask you to marry me 
all this. And then, you know 
my being illegitimate. Steve told 


come 
have 
after 
about 
you, didn’t he?” 


too, 
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“That never mattered, Greg. All that 
mattered was that you had a duty to your- 
self and you fulfilled it. If you hadn’t we 
could never have been happy.” 

Greg and I were married the day after 
[ graduated from Wayne. We’re back in 
Washington now waiting for him to finish 
medical school and for our child to be 
born. Steve, who was our best man when 
we married, has already put in his bid to 


be the baby’s god-father. There’s a twin- 
kle in his eye when he says that he'll never 
have any children of his own—but I know 
what it’s like to carry a torch. Maybe he 
never will get married. But he knows that 
I am happy with Greg, even though Greg 
was the man who jilted me. But that’s 
how love is—and I[ am still so very, very 
much in love! 


THE END 
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Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 8) 


that honey- 
in the first 
without be- 


Higher Powers—and granting 
hile is old enough to smoke 
place 
= sickening. 
Tell the mater and the pater that you 
very sorry that they do not see it your 
iy. but as long as they do not want you 
» smoke, you will respect their wishes by 
not doing so in their presence or in the 
presence of their friends. When you feel the 
irge to smoke you will go to your room 
yr wait until you get outside. Put to them 
n that spirit, they will probably prefer it 
if you must smoke, 


you can still be honest 


he other way around 
lo it at home. 
way a parent will jump. 

Once you have arrived at a workable 
rrangement, you will be surprised to find 
ow unimportant the whole matter has be- 
-ome and you will wonder why in blazes you 
put up such a fight about it in the first 
place. 

Just for the record, and contrary to your 
original claim during those early days when 
you were sending up smoke signals in a 
lesperate bid for the freedom to puff. only 
37 per cent of the teen-agers in these 
United States smoke and a good many of 


You can never tell which — 


that 37 per cent smoke only socially or oc- 
casionally. A survey made a couple of years 
ago by a Chicago newspaper revealed that 
only 14 per cent of the girls and 30.8 per 
cent of the fellows in the Windy City made 
a habit of lighting up. although cigarette 
smoking in this country has increased 50.- 
000 fold since 1900. 

That smoking is actually harmful. is still 
debatable, though insurance com- 
panies which change rates for drinkers and 
drug addicts, do not feel that a smoker 
Since tobacco 


even 


presents an unusual risk. 
was introduced into Europe in the 16th 
Century, it has been blamed for a lot of 
things. Scientists are still trying to de- 
termine just how much truth there is in 
these claims. 

So for you guys and gals who are still 
trying to make up your minds to smoke or 
not to smoke, and want discouragement be- 
yond the words of your folks. and the ef- 
fect of the habit on your meager allowance, 
read this lulu of a definition of the “devine 
herb” given by a long hair back in 1637: 

“Tt drieth the braine, dimmeth the sight, 
vitiateth the smell. hurteth the stomack. dis- 
turbeth the humors and spirits. induceth a 
trembling of the limbs, scorcheth the heart, 
and causeth the blood to be adjusted.” 

Still wanna light? 





Stars and Numbers 
(Continued from Page 10) 


beaux belles. The position of Mars in 
Capricorn after the 12th of October inten- 
fies the problem of creating a happy mar- 
iage or engagement during this month of 
conflicting emotional strain and tension. 
Venus, the planet of love and happiness. 
less satisfactorily placed in Scorpio up 
the 22nd of the month. making the gen- 
eral prospects for romantic’bliss and con- 
3irthdays under 
Capricorn, Cancer and 
Virgo have their best Venus romantic rays 
the first three weeks of October. Then 
om the 22nd to the end of the month, the 
Venus rays are ‘devoted to Sagittarius. 
Aquarius, Aries, Leo and Libra birthdays. 
rhe high tide for romance takes place at 
he full Moon of the 3rd and 4th. This of 
urse is more pronounced for Libra and 
ries birthdays. October days when the 
inetary relations are more harmonious 
ry engagements and marriages are the 7th, 
12th, 14th, and the afternoon and evening 
f the 15th, 18th and 23rd. 
Look for the number, 6, in October. 
Other number selections are 3, 6, and 9; 5, 


ntment less attractive. 


Pisces, Scorpio. 


4 
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6 and 7; 4, 6 and 8. 

Color takes a prominence in all October 
events, so do not overlook your study in 
this direction. The sign of Libra brings 
all shades of blue, rose tints and golden 
rose to the fore. Copper is the metal, blue 
diamonds, opals and jade the jewels. 

My October selection of days favoring 
the conduct of important matters for those 
born under the 12 signs of the Zodiac are: 

Aries: 2, 3, 7, 10, 12, 15, 24, 28 

Taurus, 2, 5, 9; 12, 23, 24, 28, 30 

Gemini: 2. 3; 5, 8. 9, 10. 15. 24, 28 

Cancer: 1, 4, 9, 11, 13. 18. 23. 28 

Leo: 2,3; 10, 12, 13, 15, 19; 22 

Virgo: 10, 11, 14, 15, 19, 28 

Libra: 8, 10, 11, 12, 16, 24 

Scorpio: 1, 2, 6, 9, 10, 15, 20, 28 

Sagittarius: 3, 10, 12, 15, 17, 21, 28, 31 

Capricorn: 2, 4, 5, 8, 10, 15, 19, 23, 27 

Aquarius: 1, 2, 6, 10, 11, 19, 24, 28 

Pisees: 2,3, 9, 10, 11, 13, 15,28 

Do you know under which sign of the 
Zodiac you were born? If not, this infor- 
mation will be supplied you if you send 
a self-addressed, stamped envelope to- 
gether with your birthdate to Helen Sides, 
Tan Conrzssions, 1820 S. Michigan Ave., 
Chicago 16, Ill. 
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Army Life 
Changed 
My 
Husband 


(Continued from Page 25) 


mentioned my doubts, Luther clamped his 
lips together and walked out of the house, 
The next day, he told me he’d gotten a 
night job in a drug store in order to stay 
on the salesman job and prove to me I was 
wrong about him. Secretly, I was happy, 
because now I was able to put aside some. 
thing each week. But it was hard on 
Luther. I rarely got to see him, and the 
short time he was home he was sleeping, 
On weekends. he’d still be too tired to do 
anything except lounge around the house, 
many times dozing off right in the midst of 
a conversation. 

By the end of our first year of marriage, 
Luther had worked up his sales to the point 
where he felt he could quit the second job 
without reducing our income too much. Yet, 
even though he didn’t spend as much time 
away from home. he couldn’t seem to shake 
the dull. indifferent mood he was in. He 
seemed to be just plodding along from day 
to day merely to keep me from nagging 
him. It wasn’t natural for a young man to 
be so set in his ways and so lifeless. but I 
was satisfied. Our mounting bank balance 
proved to me that we were making progress. 

But this wasn’t to last long. Luther got 
a letter form the President, beginning, 
“Greetings . ” [Td gotten to think of 
Luther as a settled married man, but actu- 
ally, he was only 20—ripe for the draft. lt 
was a calamity to me to see him go off like 
that. but somehow I had the feeling that 
Luther was not as unhappy about the new 
development as he should have been. He 
actually seemed relieved to be getting away 
from me. 

My biggest worry was how to make some 
money while Luther was in the army. Of 
course. I'd get an allotment check each 
month, but by now I was accustomed to 
having enough money to save for the day 
when we would move away from the Flats. 








| 





So even though I hated the thought of } 


working at the spring factory, I got Pa to 
set me on there. The work was sheer 
drudgery. The only thing that kept me 
going was the thought of what our lives 
would be like when Luther got out of the 
army. 

He wrote me every day and it was plain 
from his letters that he didn’t mind too 
much being in the army. They’d put him 
to work .doing carpentry, something he 
really liked. He wrote that he considered 
himself lucky because army brass usually 
made bakers out of musicians and truck 
drivers out of accountants. But having 4 
trade that the army could use turned out 
to be unfortunate, because Luther was 
shipped to Japan and it was doubtful that 
he’d get out after two years service. 
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At times, I found it hard to even recall 
what he looked like. As time dragged on, 
all I had were a few vague memories and 
his infrequent letters. But the future was 
one thing I clung to desperately. I was 
more determined than ever to get the house 
I'd dreamed of for so long. When the fac- 
tory got a war contract, I saw my goal in 
sight. Our wages were raised and there 
was plenty of overtime. At the same time, 
there was a housing boom on the other side 
of town. 

“My husband and I are getting one of 
those places, girl!” Mamie told me hap- 
pily one day at work. 

Mamie Dobbs was the girl I shared a 
locker with, and she and her husband were 
the only close friends I'd 
Luther went away. She was a short. dark 
brownskinned girl who was working only 
long enough to help her husband get his 


made since 


auto mechanic business started. When she 
asked me if I’d like to drive out to see 
their house one weekend, I eagerly ac- 
cepted the invitation. That Sunday, Mamie 
and Ollie picked me up in their car and 
we drove out to the new development. 
The moment we got there, something in- 
side me seemed to click into place. Id 
found what I’d been groping for all these 
years. There were two blocks of new two- 
story houses, each one with its own back- 
yard and broad front lawn. The door to 
one was open and I went to it, not follow- 
ing Mamie and Ollie into their house a 
It a 
dream house, the place where I wanted to 
spend the rest of my days with Luther. 
empty 


short distance down the block. was 


Standing in the center of the large, 
living room, I could imagine it completely 
furnished, with my husband comfortably 
seated in front of the television and me on 
the floor beside him, my head in his lap. 

I roamed through the rest of the house, 
making mental notes where I would place 
this piece of furniture and that. and how 
I would arrange my drapes and other ac- 
When I walked back into the 
sunlight outside, my mind was made up. 
This was the house I wanted. When Luther 


cessories. 


came home, we'd begin like a couple of 
newlyweds in this lovely house where no 
one had ever lived before. 

With the help of Ollie, it was not too 
hard arranging to buy the house. I with- 
drew the money Luther and I had been 
saving and made the down payment. | 
decided not to tell him what I’d done, but 
enly sent him the new address. 

It never occured to me then that Luthez 
I'd heard 


in 


might not want to come home. 
about American GI's 
countries, but never paid much attention to 
them. People said some of the boys “never 
had it so good” before, but in Luther’s case 
it would be different, I thought. 

The part about remaining true to Luther 
came 
gone, 
thing 
who tried to date me found hard to under- 
stand. When they finally got the point, I 
found I'd earned myself quite a reputation. 


stories foreign 


easily enough. All the time he’d been 
I hi {no time for frivolity. Only one 
was on my mind something the men 


They called me an iceberg and a lot of 
other uncomplimentary things, but I didn’t 
mind. I got to be known as a tightwad be- 
cause I never spent money unnecessarily, 
but all the time I knew what I was doing. 

When I got Luther’s wire that he was 
finally on the way home, my heart told me 
all my sacrifices had not been in vain. I 
went through the house half a dozen times 
getting it spic and span for his arrival. 

When the big day arrived at last, I was 
so excited I couldn't sit still. Id already 
arrange d to get a few days off from work, 
in order to be able to spend time with 
Luther. Mamie. however, wagged a warn- 
ing finger at me when I told her. “Aren't 
you being a little too optimistic?” she 
asked. “You haven't seen that husband of 
yours in over two years. What makes you 
think it'll take only two days to get ac- 
quainted again?” 

I laughed with a confidence I didn’t feel. 
“Why should we have to get acquainted 
I demanded. “After all, we are 
Besides. look what he’s coming 
I spread my arms and twirled in 


again?” 
married. 
home to.” 
the new housecoat I’d bought for the occa- 


sion, 
“You!” Mamie laughed jovially and 
nodded her head. “You got something 


there, girl! This Luther of yours is sure 
a lucky guy, because you’ve got brains and 
looks too.” she added, casting an envious 
eye over my trim figure. “I just hope to 
goodness he knows it!” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well—out of sight, out of mind, they 
say. I hear that some of our boys get over- 
seas and things get good to them—especial- 
ly the women.” 

“Take my brother-in-law,” she continued. 
“Of he 


gin with, but when he came back from 


course, wasn’t much good to be- 
France, he was positively ruined! After his 
first day home, my sister had to put in for 
a divorce. Why. do you know he—” 

But the juicy details of that bit of gossip 
never came out that moment, 
the doorbell rang. My knees got so weak 
I couldn’t move toward the door, so Mamie 


because at 


opened it for me. 

There stood Luther, looking bigger and 
more handsome than ever in his uniform. 
With a little cry of delight, I dashed across 
the room and into his arms. “I was just 
leaving, anyway,” I heard Mamie say as 
she went out the door, but I was too deliri- 
ously happy and busy to say goodbye. 

“Ada—baby!” Luther exclaimed, liter- 
ally crushing the breath from me. “Did 
you miss me, honey?” 

My arms tightened around his neck. 
“You know I did! Then our lips met and 
we didn’t talk for a while. Finally, we 
pulled away, both of us eager to look at 
the other. How do you like the place?” 
I asked anxiously. 

Luther glanced around, a smile of ap- 
proval lighting his face. “It takes my 
breath away,” he told me. His eyes soft- 
ened as he turned back to me. “And so 


do you!” 


Again I was caught up in the ecstasy of 
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his embrace, and my heart cried out with 
joy. No matter what Mamie had said, I 
was sure of one thing—there was no other 
woman in Luther’s life! 

Gradually, our excitement subsided, and 
Luther sank into the easy chair and 
stretched out his feet. It was so like the 
nental images I’d been drawing all the 

me we'd been apart, I felt I had to com- 
plete the picture, even at the risk of offend- 
ing him. I went upstairs and got out his 
iid slippers I’'d saved and brought them 
lown. Hesitantly, I unlaced his heavy GI 
joots, expecting any moment to hear his 

ibarrassed protests. 

But when I looked up from my task, I 
iw Luther leaning back with his eyes 
losed, actually enjoying the performance. 
| didn’t have time to ponder the reason. 
We had too much catching up to do. I felt 

last my happiness was complete. Luther 
ked the house, and working together. we’d 
able to complete the payments and 
nish it the way we wanted in no time at 
love-starved 


ll. Just as important, my 
eart had no trouble in responding to the 
nder affection that had been a memory 
so many lonely months. It was just 
our honeymoon all over again. only 

n times more thrilling because of the long 

paration. 

[ can’t recall exactly when it was that I 
egan to notice the change in Luther. The 
rst few days I was all wrapped up in the 
lory of being a wife again, so I accepted 
im as he was, without question. If he 
anted his breakfast in bed, who was I to 
leny the request of a “conquering hero,” 
[ asked myself. Then there was the busi- 
1ess with the slippers. After going through 
ie routine several times without Luther 
rotesting as he’d done when we were first 





irried, | began to suspect something was 
rong. Of course, he told me about his 
fe in Japan, and whenever Mamie and 
Ollie visited, Luther entertained us all eve- 
ing long with his steries. 

Finally, after extending my vacation to 

whole week, it was time for me to go 

k to work. Luther was still asleep 

en I left, so I wrote a note telling him 

it to eat for lunch and propped it be- 
le the ¢ lock. 

Welcome back!” Mamie laughed when 
| took my place at the binder I operated. 
What’s poor Luther going to do now that 

can’t wait on him?” 

[ stared at her. “What’s he going to do? 
Vhy, hell do what any man as big and 
hy as he is would do.” 

\Viamie shrugged and began feeding wire 
It was lunchtime before 
ild question her. “What was behind 
crack you made this morning?” I de- 
nded. 

she shifted uneasily on the bench we 

sitting on as we munched sandwiches. 

Well, I already told you about my sister’s 

sband,” she said. “Those women in 
France made him think he was a regular 
Romeo. He expected the women back here 
to fall all over him the same way, and my 

ter just couldn’t take it any more.” 


If 
Lit 


her machine. 


00 


“T know.” I said impatiently. “but what 
has that got to do with Luther? He hasn’t 
looked at another woman since he’s been 
home.” 

“Maybe not,” Mamie agreed. “but that 
easy Army life has messed him up some 
kind of way. It does that to all of them. 
Just from what I’ve seen of him, though, 
I'd say he acts like he was a millionaire 
with a dozen servants to wait on him. Only 
trouble is, he ain’t got no million, and 
you ain’t no dozen servants!” 

I worked silently the rest of the day, 
disturbed by Mamie’s frank words. Of 
course, she was right. Ever since Luther 
had walked through the door. I'd done 
nothing but answer his beck and call. For 
a while I was only too happy to do it. I 
hadn’t seen him for so long. Two months 
of my catering to him passed. Then I be- 
gan to wonder when he would get out and 
look for a job. So far, he hadn't made the 
slightest move in that direction. I decided 
to have it out with him that night. 

So after dinner that night, when Luther 
wandered into the living room as I began to 
clear the table. I said casually. “After eight 
hours at that factory, washing dishes is a 


real drag.” He said nothing, so I asked, 


-“Care to help me, darling?” 


“T wouldn’t be much help,” he grumbled. 
Then, sensing my displeasure. he threw 
down the paper he held and followed me 
into the kitchen. 

“After I got out of basic, I didn’t do any 
pearl diving,” he explained. “And over 
there on occupation duty, we had little girls 
to do all this maid work.” 

“Maybe we can afford a maid when you 
go back to work.” I[ said lightly, then added 
more seriously, “At least I’m sure we could 
get a cleaning woman in once a week.” 

There was a tense pause, then Luther 
said: “Ada—there’s something we ought to 
talk about.” 

“Yes?” I didn’t want to discuss anything. 
All I wanted was for him to be like he used 
to be—hard-working. helping me. Now 
that he was out of the army. there’d be no 
more checks to help out with the notes on 
the house, the payments on the furniture 
or the notes on the car I was determined to 
get. 

My first impulse was to rush into his 
arms. smooth his wrinkled forehead with 
my finger tips and listen to what he wanted 
to do; discuss his plans for the future. But 


‘my mind was closed to anything but my 


own ideas, my own hopes and dreams. By 
the sheer weight of my arguments and my 
hard-driving ambition, I would make him 
fall into line with my thinking, just as I'd 
done before he went away. 

I placed my hands on my hips defiantly 
and waited for him to do the talking first. 

“Ive changed, Ada,” he began, then 
laughed shortly. “But I guess you've no- 
ticed that.” 

Then he told me of his life overseas, with 
plenty of cheaply paid servants to tend his 
needs; enlisted men under him to order 
around; the best of food to eat, and all the 
best entertainment. “Some of the guys 


lived like kings,” he said, “but I’ve changed 
only in one way—I’ve made up my mind 
what I’m going to make out of life.” 

“I'll say you’ve changed!” I snapped. 
“But what are you trying to make out of 
me? I’m not going to quit work to wait 
on you.” 

He shook his head in a hopeless gesture. 
“You still don’t understand,” he told me 
gently. “I’m not saying that I want you 
to wait on me.” ‘ 

“Well, you sure acted like you enjoyed 
nT” 

“Of course I did.” he sneered. “It was 
such a change seeing you act like a woman 
—a wife—instead of a machine. That’s 
what you are. a money-hungry machine 
who'd probably explode if the right amount 
of cash wasn’t shoveled in each and every 
week.” 

I gazed at him in helpless rage, tears 
filling my eyes. “Mamie was right!” I ex. 
ploded. “The army’s spoiled you. and 
and I don’t want you!” I threw down the 
dish towel and ran upstairs, locking the 
door behind me. 

The next morning, we ate breakfast in an 
atmosphere that was chillier than the 
orange juice I plunked down in front of 
Luther. As we sipped a final cup of coffee 
and I lingered over a cigarette before dash- 
ing off to work, I said casually, “Mr. Becker 
at the cosmetic company would love to have 
you back. Of course, that was some time 
ago. Maybe he’s changed his mind.” | 
added with a wave of my hand. 

“You'd like for me to go back, wouldn't 
you?” Luther asked. 

My heart leaped at the thought he might 
be thawing out. Maybe one night in sepa- 
rate bedrooms had done what all my plead- 
ing and arguing couldn’t. Yet, I didn't 
drop my cool tone. “It’s up to you,” I told 
him, then drained my cup and dashed for 
I turned and tossed him a smile. 
We need that extra 


the door. 
“But it would be nice. 
income!” 

The next minute I was gone, but it 
seemed that my final words had caused his 
face to set into a grimace of distaste. 

“T saw Becker today.” Luther announced 
when I returned home that evening. 

Without waiting to hear more, I flung 
my arms around his neck and planted a big 
kiss squarely on his lips. I'd won! Every 
day after that, Luther and I left the house 
together; me headed for the plant, and 
Luther for the cosmetic company’s office 
downtown—or so I thought. 

It wasn’t until about two weeks later that 
[ discovered what was really happening. 
Luther and I were out on a date with 
Mamie and Ollie. Mamie turned to Luther 
and gushed, “What did you think when 
you came home and saw your fine, new 
house, Luther? I'll bet -you were knocked 
off your feet!” 

“You mean Ada’s house?” 

The strange tone of his voice halted the 
conversation and there was an embarrassed 
silence. Why did he have to say Ada’s 
I wondered. Sure, I’d picked it 


house? 
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out, I'd made the arrangements to buy the 
place, but it was ours. 

Then, to break the silence, Ollie said, 
“By the way, Luther, next time you and 
your buddy have a little free time I’d like 
you to build me a game room in my base- 
ment. You know—like the one you made 
for Ed Winters.” 

My jaw dropped in astonishment, and I 
must have looked silly. for Ollie hastily got 
up and excused himself as if realizing an- 
other blunder had been made. A moment 
later, mumbling something about “the lit- 
tle girls’ Mamie followed. 

Luther turned to me. “AIl right—you 
might as well know. I’ve gone into the 
contracting business with a guy from my 
outfit.” 

“Then—then you're not working for Mr. 
Becker?” The shock still hadn’t worn off. 

He leaned across the table and caught 
my hand. “Oh, Ada, it’s going to turn out 
swell!” he said enthusiastically. Of course. 
we're not making money yet. It'll 
little while before the money we put into 
it will come back to us, but it’s doing what 
I want to do.” 

I was stunned. 





room.” 


he a 


“You mean you used the 


money you brought back with you? That 
was for a car!” 
Luther shook his head firmly. “The car 


will have to wait. Jim and I will have to 
get a truck first. I tell you. honey. we’ve 
got plans that'll knock your eye out!” 

“Plans!” I fairly screamed. “You’ve got 
plans! What about mine?” 

I jumped to my feet and started for the 
Luther hurried after me. “At least 
Ada,” he pleaded. 


door. 
let’s talk about it, 


But I maintained a tight-lipped. sullen 
silence until we got home. As I started 
upstairs, Luther grabbed my arm and 


swung me around. “Oh, no!” he declared. 
“For once in your life you’re going to lis- 
I've had to put my 


since 


ten to someone else. 
plans and dreams on the shelf ever 
I've known you, and over there in the army 
all I could think about was being with 
you and the day I could do what I'd made 
up my mind to do.” 

His fingers dug into my arm, but I was 
too angry and too hurt to feel the pain. 
“You just resent it because I’m a woman 


and I’m doing something about getting the 
things I want!” I shouted. 

“You still don’t understand, and I don’t 
think you ever will,” he said. “It never 
occurred to you that I might be a part of 
your plans, that because I’m your husband 
I'd want to share things with you.” 

And then, because I was too stubborn 
to even listen to him, Luther packed a bag 
and walked out of the house. As long as 
my anger sustained me, I was positive I'd 
choice. But gradually. 
doubts began to creep in. The house was 
just as bright and new as ever, but one 
thrill was gone. I dusted and polished the 
furniture endlessly, but I was just going 
through the motions. There was no pride 
or joy in my work, 

The days passed; 
days. There were times when I feared I'd 
go out of my mind because my sin was 
not the kind for which forgiveness can be 
begged. I knew when I married him that 
Luther’s ambition and hard work were only 
a reflection of miné, and not his own. May- 
be the things I wanted so desperately—the 
house, a car. fine furniture. money in the 
bank—were not as all-important as Id 
thought they were. 

It took a long time for me to realize that 
selfishness, an ambition 
In reaching for the 


I had killed 


made the right 


monotonous, lonely 


my sin was greed. 
that made me ruthless. 


things I thought I wanted, 


Luther’s love. the only thing I really 
wanted. 

So I swallowed my pride. It wasn’t 
easy. It took more courage than I ever 


thought I had to telephone Luther and ask 
him to get together for a little talk. He 
agreed and tonight he will be back. This 
time. adults work- 
ing together to solve the problem of how 


we ll be two intelligent 


to adjust to a new situation. 

I’m going to ask him to give us a month 
I hope— I’m sure—he’'ll 
I feel that in his heart, 
he still loves me and wants me as much as 
30 days from now, if I 
Vil know 


more casualties in the army 


to work it out. 
go along with that. 


I want him. But 
am again alone and unwanted. 
that there are 
than those on the battlefield. 


THE END 





Virus Diseases 
(Continued from Page 47) 


Likewise are 
valuable 


of cattle is a virus infection. 
hog cholera which kills 
swine each year, equine encephalitis of 
distemper of dogs and cats, and 
Newcastle’s chickens. Even 
plants are plagued with virus infections. 
Mosaic disease of tobacco plants is impor- 
tant not only because of its economic rela- 
tion but also because this particular virus 
has been studied thoroughly in laboratories 
as a model for all other viruses. 

Among the virus diseases are some medi- 
cal curiosities. Take for example the ordi- 
nary wart. It has been found that these 
common growths are caused by a virus. 
That they are contagious is well known 


many 


horses, 
disease of 


from the fact that one wart may spread to 
any part of the body with which it comes 
in contact. As if this is not strange enough, 
we are now led to believe that psychic influ- 
ences have much to do with the growth of 
warts. It has been observed that people 
who have emotional upsets may suddenly 
have large crops of warts on their skin. 
Another curiosity is a virus called bacterio- 
phage. Just as humans, animals, and 
plants have virus diseases, so also bacteria 
have virus infections that kill them. These 
are called bacteriophages. Those who have 
read Sinclair Lewis’ Arrowsmith will re- 
member the fictitious young scientist who 
discovered bacteriophage and sought to use 
it to destroy disease bacteria when they 
invaded the body and in this way cure the 


infection. THE END 
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didn’t like ambitious women. If they could 
have shunted her off into the position of a 
housewife, several of them would have been 
anxious to marry her. 

[ remember that she did marry again. 
She found a man who seemed to be very 
warm and charming. But I recall soon 
after the marriage, her explaining to me 
that she couldn’t continue the relationship 
because she already had one child to care 
for and didn’t propose to take care of an- 
othe! 

My mother lived a very lonely life. I 
don’t intend for my wife to have that kind 
of quiet tragedy. 

Just as I said above, 1 want a wife—and 
soon. I’m most desirous of having a family. 
I'd like to have about five children, maybe 
three boys and two girls as a starter—and 
then go on from there. I almost found my 
Dream Girl once. She was a drama in- 
tructor at one of the New York acting 
chools. We were well-suited for each other 
in so many ways. But. unfortunately, she 
was unable to have children. That fact, 
coupled with a few other problems, caused 
eur marriage hopes to end. 


A FEW YEARS LATER I felt ready to 
£& make the step again. I met an attrac- 
tive singer and thought I had been struck 
by love at first sight. We were planning to 
marry. She went away on the road with a 
show. We corresponded regularly and we 
were both looking forward to her return. 
She did come back after four months. Two 
days later, she was married—but not to 
me. I know now that love at first sight is 
impossible. Love constitutes so many 
trials and hardships; so many experiences 
» people have to go through in order to 
really know each other. Certainly, we can 
like someone at first sight, but love—never. 
rhe love at first sight theory brings 
bout a great many ruinous marriages. 
I’ve always believed there should be some- 
thing very special that two people in love 
cought to have in common. They should be 
ble to help each other. I don’t go along 
th the argument made by a lot of people 
in show business who say that people with- 
in the profession cannot have successful 
I think that 
ich marriages can be successful if the 
partners so desire it and work for its suc- 
cess. There has to be an unselfish attitude. 
The husband must feel overjoyed when his 
wife is achieving success and vice versa. 


irriages with each other. 


Of course we are all selfish. But we 
can’t let our ego control us. Marriage 


partners have to realize the need for inter- 
depence even though they must not feel 
that one should rely solely on the other. 
68 


They must have a union of home life as well 
as of career so that they can assist each 
other. 

I’m in favor of the kind of marriage in 
which the partners have a five or ten year 
plan; a blueprint to accomplish certain 
things within a given time; to accomplish 
them together. In addition to physical at- 
traction and common instincts of emotion, 
I want to have that extra something with 
my mate which means drive and purpose. 
Without this there would not be enough to 
bind us. When you enter into a marriage, 
you have to realize that there will always 
be other women who will come along and 
attract you; women with the urge to help 
and be helped. If all you have with your 
wife is a physical. emotional relationship, 
you're in a dilemma when you meet some- 
one new who can offer these things and the 
plus in male-female relationships. This 
means that, in a marriage, the partners 
have to build up and accumulate something 
upon which they can draw when that ap- 
pealing third party comes along to chal- 
lenge their relationship. 

I have noticed that too few married folk 
are willing to struggle to make their urtion 
satisfying and perfect. To create a good 
marriage requires great patience, realiza- 
tion of one’s own faults, willingness to sit 
down and discuss things intelligently. the 
ability to compromise, not in principle, but 
in practices which might weaken the mar- 
riage. 

Speaking of compromises, I am more 
than certain that I am going to have to 
compromise in what I want in a wife. 
Would you like to know what my ideal 
composite woman would be like? She 
would have the face and talent of Lena 
Horne; the mind and patience of my 
mother; the love for her race of Harriet 
Tubman or Josephine Baker whose dy- 
namic courage and strong. supple body just 
about complete the picture. I'd want her to 
have a skill or craft or profession in which 
she was mature. It would be wonderful if 
she were a free-lance writer. Then, if I had 
to take off for Europe or Haiti tomorrow, 
she could look upon it as an opportunity, 
rather than an inconvenience. She could 
pack her bags and come along and find new 
material. It would accelerate rather than in- 
terfere with her work. Yes. I really think 
I'd like to be married to a writer. Singers 
don’t sing enough duets together and actors 
get annoyed with each other’s monologues 
Besides. I’ve always had 
Perhaps we 


and soliloquies. 
a sneaking ambition to write. 
could do plays together. 

I want a wife with whom I always feel 
different—beyond the ordinary as com- 
pared to the way I feel with other people. 
I want to have a relationship with her at 
all times which keeps us completely in 
touch with each other intimately. I'd want 
us to be able to sense each others’ needs. 
I’d want warmth and understanding. These 
I'd be willing to give and expect to receive. 

I'd Jike my wife to be sophisticated, but 
not snooty, well-poised, graceful and giving 


the feeling that she was always in complete 
touch with herself. I’d like a woman who 
loves the outdoors. There’s one woman 
I know whom I admire greatly. She can do 
most things better than I can and she can do 
these things without making me feel an- 
noyed. She swims like Esther Williams, 
paints like Van Gogh, rides horseback like 
Tom Mix and she accepts all of this as 
normal. She never tries to impose her 
skills upon other people. Instead of re- 
senting her, I feel I can learn from her. In 
this respect, she has many of the qualities 
I'd like my wife to have. 

I’ve already said that I want an attractive 
wife. I’ve heard men -who go around 
boasting that they are intelligent enough 
to know that beauty is skin deep. Some of 
them even go so far as to say that it doesn’t 
matter to them whether the woman they 
marry has charm of face and form. Well, 
frankly, I want my wife to -be as pretty as 
she can be. I want her to be attractive to 
others also. 

Somewhere in the works of Walt Whit- 
man, the famous poet says some things 
about a woman which have always seemed 
to me to symbolize what I would want in 
a wife. “Somewhere,” Whitman says, “a 
woman waits for me. She knows how to 
swim, row, ride, wrestle, shoot, run, strike, 
retreat. advance, resist, defend herself. She 
is ultimate in her own right.” 

Whitman goes on to say that the woman 
who waits for him thinks of sex as con- 
taining the embodiment of all things, of 
governments and of souls, who glories in 
her sex without shame, who “knows and 
avows” the deliciousness of sex. 

At this point, I know my TAN readers 
are wondering what manner of man is this 
William Marshall who desires so perfect, 
so improbable a woman. How, you prob- 
ably question, could it ever be possible to 
find the kind of woman of whom I speak. 
I, myself. am almost certain that I shall 
never find the woman who embodies all 
these ideals. How then will I find a wife? 

More and more each day I am learning 
that I shall have to compromise in what I 
want; that I shall have to forget a number 
of the qualities I seek. As I grow older, I 
get to know more about my own shortcom- 
ings and to realize how unfair it would be 
for me to hope to find such perfection. I 
can only hope to discover a woman who 
comes close to my dream; a woman with 
whom I can perfect a relationship in which 
we will work together to make up for the 
lacks in each of us and to try to ultimately 
find the happiest state possible. 

I hope I can find her soon. I have reached 
the stage where I want and need a mate 
and ultimately a family. I’d hate to have 
too much more difference between my age 
and the ages of my children than the twen- 
ty-seven years I’ve already lived. The wife 
I want will be as good a mother as she is a 
wife. She will be able to apply to our 
children the same warmth and understand- 

I'll try to 
THE END 


ing which she gives her mate. 


deserve her. 





me 
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Snob 


(Continued from Page 27) 

“Ethel Wright! Ethel Wright!” a voice 
called from downstairs. My heart leapt. 
That meant my boyfriend, Johnny Adams, 
had arrived and was waiting for me in the 
reception room. 

“Have fun, kid.” Joan said, getting up 
off the bed and walking in back of me 
and out of the room. 

I grinned at her in the mirror and 
snapped on the hammered silver necklace 
Dad had given me for Christmas, vainly 
noting how well it contrasted with the 
bronze tones in my skin. After giving my- 
self a quick, satisfied once-over I trotted 
happily down the big winding staircase to 
the first floor and reception room. 

Johnny was standing staring at the pic- 
tures on the walls of the reception room. 
He was a little nervous and embarrassed, 
the way all men were when they got inside 
our sorority house. 

Maybe he had more reason than most 
of the boys to be uneasy, for every girl. 
Negro or white, who passed had to sneak 
a glance at Johnny. I couldn’t blame 
them. He was so good-looking. He was 
tall, almost six feet one, with curly black 
hair, a high, noble forehead, luminous 
brown eyes and a neat little mustache. In 
street clothes he looked rangy and grace- 
ful, but in bathing trunks—oh my! [ll 
never forget how my breath was literally 
taken away by the sight of him at Lake 
Matanoc, his magnificent broad shoulders, 
with muscles of rippling. molten bronze 
and a hard, flat tummy. He had a muscu- 
lar development a “Mr. America” would 
envy. 

“Well,” Johnny said, smiling down at 
me. “You're on time.” He glanced at his 
watch. “I must be late.” 

“Stop it, Johnny.” I said protestingly. 
“In all my life I've been on time for only 
one man—you.” 

“We'll just about make the concert on 
time.” he replied, taking my hand in his. 

We left the sorority house. walked down 
Memorial Drive to the College Quad where 
the Glee Club was holding its first spring 
concert. Johnny found us a couple of seats 
on the grass near the back under a pretty 
yellow and red Japanese lantern. We sat 
there entranced, holding hands and think- 
ing dreamy thoughts. 

The Glee Club sang a group of English 
folk songs with Wanda Simmons (couldn't 
l ever get away from her?) as the soloist. 
Yet, I was forced to admit that her singing 
was really excellent. 

Wanda was a short girl with apple 
cheeks, blue eyes and long golden hair that 
shimmered down between her shoulder 
blades. She was wearing a long. black 


gown over her street clothes, hiding her 
figure, which was voluptuously curved for 
a girl of 19. From a distance she looked 
like a child, but no man who ever got close 
to her could keep his eyes off her. 

After the folk songs, the Glee Club sang 
some spirituals and the concert was over. 
Johnny and I drifted hand-in-hand out of 
the crowd. 

“Wanda’s got a terrific voice,” he said. 
“I suppose she got a lot of training when 
she sang with the band.” 

“Yes.” I said. flatly. I knew that she 
and Johnny were quite friendly. He was 
a chemistry major and Wanda worked in 
the stock room at the laboratory to help 
pay her way through college. 

“She told me she’s going to apply for 
the Golden Circle,” he added, “but, then, 
you probably know all about it.” 

“TI do.” I replied. “We've already turned 
her down.” 

I hoped this would be the end of the 
discussion. It was too lovely a moonlight 
night to waste talking about who was going 
to get into the Golden Circle and who 
wasn't. 

“I don’t get it, Ethel,” Johnny said sud- 
denly, turning toward me and looking deep 
into my eyes. “In our fraternities we take 
anyone who wants to join and who can 
keep his grades up. We figure everybody 
has a right to join. But with the sorori- 
ties. the Golden Circle especially. there are 
thousands of unwritten rules. And they 
look up your family tree back to Adam and 
Eve. I don’t get it.” 

“It’s the sorority spirit, Johnny,” I said. 
“We're proud of the Circle.” 

“Yes. Ethel, but just because Wanda 
doesn’t come from a rich family, that’s no 
reason why she isn’t as good as the next 
girl.” Johnny insisted. 

I found myself twisting the ring on my 
little finger distractedly. It was so hard to 
explain that Wanda just wasn’t our type. I 
ought to know. She was from Detroit. my 
home town. She'd been on her own since 
she was 14. No one knew what had hap- 
pened to her parents, and she never offered 
to explain. From 14 to 18. she had gone 
to school when she could, lived in a num- 
ber of foster homes and worked as a wait- 
ress. Finally she had gotten a job as a 
singer with a small-time band. 

Then she turned up at our college as a 
freshman, turning the heads of every stu- 
dent and professor who saw her. She said 
her life-long ambition had been to go to 
college. Personally. I wondered why she 
was here. 

“Let’s not argue any more,” Johnny said 
suddenly. slipping his arm about my waist. 

I smiled. Johnny was right. He was 
the president of the debating society and 
a member of the student council. He was 
the first on the campus to speak out against 
anything he considered an injustice. I was 
terribly proud of him. Sometimes I won- 
dered if he wouldn't make as good a lawyer 
as a chemist. 

“T like to hear you talk,” 
like the way you kiss, too.” 


I whispered. “I 
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We melted into a warm and tender em- 


brace. 


TH \T NIGHT I found it hard to fall 

asleep. It bothered me, not to be able 
to explain to Johnny why Wanda couldn’t 
join our sorority. Like most men he 
couldn’t quite understand how sororities 
worked. He couldn’t quite see our idea 
of “sisterhood,” as we called it. 

| found myself mulling over the history 
of the Golden Circle. 

[he sorority had been founded back in 
1934. It was our college’s first interracial 
sorority (I won’t name the college, but a 
lot of you can guess which one it is). With- 
in three years it became the sorority to 
join. That was because its founders went 
out of their way to interest the best girls. 
Negro and white. By the time I came to 
college, in 1950, almost all the sororities 
were interracial except for two small ones 
for white girls and one for Negroes. Those 
three didn’t count for much. The Golden 
Cirele was still the leader. The girl who 
wore the tiny gold ring on the little fin- 
ger of her right hand felt herself fortunate 
indeed. 

I know I got a great thrill by becoming 
a Golden Circle member. In my freshman 
year at college I lived in Harris Hall, the 
big frosh dorm. We were a happy bunch 
of kids. I was just Ethel Wright from 
Detroit, the girl who was always good for 
a loan of a couple of bucks. No one asked 
about my family and I didn’t ask about 
anybody else’s. 

That was when I met Johnny Adams, 
too. He had made a terrific name for him- 
elf as the T-formation quarterback on the 
freshman football team. When I met him 
at a freshman dance I was terribly excited. 
Imagine how much more excited I was 
when he asked me for a date. Soon we 
were going steady. All through my col- 
lege years I never dated anyone else. 

It was in May of freshman year that we 
cot our first hint of what was coming. The 
first week of May is called “Choosing 
Week.” The sororities and fraternities line 
up candidates. The sororities took turns 
interviewing girls in the reception room at 
Harris Hall. 


| can remember every word of my inter- 


1g 
f 
I 


view 
I sat down in the reception room, across 
from Marge Trumbull, who had been 
Homecoming Week Queen. She was a 
stunning girl with rich brown skin, wide 
almond-shaped eyes and_ gently-waved 
black hair that fell to her shoulders in a 
rich cascade. 

She was very businesslike as she ques- 


tione d me. 

“My Dad is Dr. Horatio Wright of De- 
troit,” I said. She nodded. 

“T’ve heard of him.” she said. “He’s one 
of the most prominent doctors in the mid- 


west, isn’t he? And your mother?” 

She was Emily Lecouvreur of New Or- 
leans before she married Dad.” 

l'could see Marge’s eyes widen a trifle. 
Everybody had heard of Mom’s family. 


After a few more questions, Marge 
looked up at me and smiled. 

“T guess, with your background, I don’t 
have to ask much more. We'll let you 
know in a few days.” 

“Thank you.” I said nervously. I was 
only too well aware how important this 
interview was. A girl who didn’t make a 
sorority, or even a respectable one, was an 
outcast for the rest of her college days. 
She was one of the “creeps.” That was 
how things went at our college. It never 
occurred to me to question the system. 

Two weeks later. thank goodness. I was 
told I could make application to the Circle. 
Another week passed and along came my 
notification to report for initiation cere- 
monies on a Friday night. Wear ordinary 
clothes. they had said, but bring a formal 
gown, too. 

Initiation night was one of the most ter- 
rifying, yet thrilling moments of my entire 
life. There were 17 of us to be initiated. 
We gathered in the upstairs washroom of 
the sorority house. We were told to take 
off our dresses. shoes and stockings and to 
wear only our bras and panties. 

We were shaking with nervousness. 

“J hear they’re really nasty,” one girl 
said, her hands quivering. “They burn you 
horribly with lighted cigarettes.” 

“T doubt it,” I said. “That would be go- 
ing too far.” 

I tried to sound cheerful. but I was as 
terrified as the rest. We'd heard a lot 
about Jane Marshall, the Circle’s “execu- 
tioner,” who, it was said, delighted in the 
sadistic torture of the girls who were being 
initiated. 

“All right, Ethel.” a voice called in the 
door. I gave a quick glance around the 
washroom at the other terrified girls, then 
walked shakily out the door, down the hall- 
way and into the second-floor reception 
room, where the initiation was to be held. 

At the far end of the room the officers 
of the Circle, wearing their best evening 
gowns, sat in a row of chairs. In front of 
them and to one side was a plain wooden 
table on which stood two buckets and a 
couple of plain white coffee cups. Jane 
Marshall. the “executioner.” stood by the 
table, tapping a thick wooden paddle into 
the palm of her hand. 

I was terribly embarrassed and crossed 
my arms in front of me. Jane gave me a 
wicked, green-eyed smile and walked over 
to 'me holding a piece of dark cloth in her 
hands. I couldn’t help but wince. 

“This isn’t going to hurt—yet.” she 
smiled, “This is only a blindfold.” 

I stood there. quivering, as she fastened 
it over my eyes. Then there was the sound 
of something clinking against the side of 
the buckets and Jane came back. 

“Here.” she said. thrusting a cup into 
my hand. “Drink this. All of it.” 

I put it to my lips and drank. 

The drink was revolting. 

It was an almost tasteless, fizzy liquid 
filled with tiny hard particles and bigger, 
slimy ones. I finished it, trying to keep 
from being sick. 





Jane undid the blindfold and told me 
what I'd been drinking. 

“Soda water,” she said, “mixed with cof- 
fee grounds and fish eyes.” 

I gulped and she held the empty pail 
towards me. The nausea passed and I 
shook my head. She set the pail back on 
the table. 

A second later I found my ordeal had 
only begun. I was made to move over 
nearer the table, and, still standing, rest 
my hands, palms down, flat on its surface. 
Jane brushed a wisp of red hair from out 
of her eyes and picked up the paddle. 
Then she adjusted my underwear and 
backed off a few steps. 

“You can scream if you want,” she 
whispered. “Almost everybody does.” 

The first blow of the paddle fell imme- 
diately afterwards. I winced and felt all 
the muscles of my body tighten in a spasm. 
It seemed an eternity until the second blow 
fell, yet it came too soon. This time the 
pain was even worse. Between the blows 
my skin began to sting. 

I bit my tongue to keep from crying out, 
but I knew that if it went on too long I 
couldn’t hold out. The room began to spin, 
and I seemed all alone in a universe of 
pain. A few wild thoughts raced across 
my consciousness. 

“This can’t be happening to me. People 
don’t do this sort of thing to other people.” 

Somewhere, someone was counting the 
blows. Eighteen, nineteen, twenty, and I 
was waiting for the next. It never came. 

“That’s all, Ethel.” Jane said. “You’ve 
taken it very well. Now stand against the 
wall until I finish with the rest.” 

It wasn’t a pretty sight to witness. Each 
girl got the same treatment I had received. 
A half-dozen of them were sick after drink- 
ing the mixture. Most of them screamed 
while they were beaten. One of them had 
hysterics. That didn’t get her out of it, 
though. Jane waited until she had calmed 
down, then went to work with the paddle 
again. 


INALLY. WHEN we had all done our 

turn the president told us to go out to 
the washroom and put on our evening 
gowns. That was painful too; our bodies 
were smarting from the blows. 

When we came back in, the president 
gave us a short speech. 

“You may wonder why we were hard on 
you.” she said with a smile. “It was to 
teach you that it is not a casual, everyday 
thing to join the Golden Circle. It is one 
of the most important things in your life, 
if not the most important. And it is also 
a matter of sacrifice.” 

At that moment the pleasant part of the 
ceremony began. It was as beautiful as 
the first part had been brutal. We lit mys- 
tic candles. joined hands. repeated the oath 
of the Golden Circle and finally sipped a 
toast in wine. When it was over there 
wasn’t one of us who was dry-eyed. 

Finally, around eleven o’clock, we were 
shown to our new rooms. The next day 
we would be allowed to move in. 











The next day, too, my life began anew 
I learned what it was to be a member of 
a small, select sorority. Soon my _ best 
friends were the girls from the Circle. We 
learned to depend on each other, to work, 
study and enjoy ourselves together. It was 
the proudest day of my life when I could 
invite my Johnny to a record hop at the 
Circle. It was that day that I thought that 
I had everything I wanted out of life. 

It never occurred to me in those days 
that there might be more to life than living 
in the restricted world of a sorority. 

Two college years went past in a whirl 
of hard work and excitement among my 
little circle of friends. In my junior year 
I was appointed to the admissions commit- 
tee of the Circle and, as a senior, I became 
its chairman. That meant I had the final 
say on who was to be taken in, and who 
wasn’t. My power didn’t make me uneasy, 
though, for until Johnny had challenged 
me over Wanda no one had ever questioned 
my decisions. 

Now everything had suddenly changed. 
I was under fire for the first time in my 
college life. I’d done my best to keep up 
the admission standards of the Golden 
Circle. and now there were people who 
said that I’'d done wrong. I was worried. 

Those were the thoughts that kept me 
tossing in my bed through much of the 
night. If only I could make Johnny under- 
stand! 

Two days later it became my duty to 
speak to the girls who'd applied for the 
Circle. Those who’d been accepted. I spoke 
to. I said nothing to the rest; they under- 
stood. 

But Wanda came up to speak to me of 
her own accord. 

“T just wanted to ask whether I’d been 
accepted or not,” she said, smoothing her 
long silky hair. “Maybe you didn’t know 

. but I went to the infirmary right after 
the concert with the grippe. I’ve been 
there until today.” 


“Johnny told me you were there.” I said 
snappishly, 
“Oh,” she said, and her face fell. “No 


see me. I guess that’s my 
I’m not accepted.” 

She bit her lower lip 
Then suddenly 
Her eyes were 


one came to 
answer, isn’t it? 

I nodded silently. 
and started to turn away. 
she wheeled and faced me. 
glistening with tears. 

“T don’t think it’s fair, 
clenching her tiny fists. “I know why I 
was turned down. Just because I don’t 
have a rich Mom and Dad. Because I 
don’t have fancy clothes to wear. Because 
I've had to work for everything I ever had. 
It isn’t fair.” 

“Stop it,” I said. 
of yourself.” 

“T don’t care.” 


she said, 


Ethel,” 


“You're making a fool 


she screamed. “It’s the 


truth. You’re the one who did this to me. 
I know your kind. Stuck up! Snooty! A 
snob!” 


I was beginning to get angry myself, but 
I managed to keep my emotions under con- 
trol. Why, Wanda was just a child. She 


didn’t understand the rigid standards of 
the Golden Circle. 

“T’ll get even,” Wanda said, tears cours- 
ing down her cheeks. “You wait. [ll fix 
you.” 

She turned again, and this time she did 
walk away. 


As I stood there, watching her walk 
down the corridor, her head held high, a 


wave of uneasiness swept over me. What 
did she mean about “getting even?” 

I found out, though, a little more than 
a week later, when the Spring Swim Fes- 
tival was held down at Lake Matanoc. The 
entire college went, and almost everybody 
brought their bathing suits. In the after- 
noon there were swimming races and water 
polo. Then there was a weenie roast and 
after that everyone sat around the big bon- 
fires on the beach and sang the college 


“ 


songs. 

I went with Johnny, and stood proudly 
on the shore as he won the 100-yard free- 
Then we sat together at the 
fringe of the firelight, holding hands, eat- 
ing and drinking coffee. Nine 
o'clock came. It had grown quite dark 
when the college orchestra arrived and the 
square dancing on the sand began. 

I danced a couple of sets with Johnny 
and our friends. Then, feeling a little 
winded, I sat on the sand and watched. 

It was some time later that I suddenly 
realized he was no among the 
dancers. I’d been talking with a couple of 
my girl friends and hadn’t noticed him go. 
I said, sudden fear clutch- 
“T’ve got to find a certain 


style event. 


weenies 


longer 


“Excuse me,” 
ing my heart. 
someone.” 

The girls smiled at me knowingly as I 
stood up and walked down the beach. I 
passed four bonfires. There was still no 
sign of Johnny. I passed the fifth one and 
saw something that gave me the shock of 
my life. 

At the very edge of the firelight was the 
tall figure of a bronze-skinned man in bath- 
ing trunks. I recognized him instantly as 
Johnny, even though he had his back to 
the fire. But that wasn’t the worst. Wound 
about his neck and shoulders were a pair 
of pale arms. 


ILENTLY I walked past the embracing 

couple. My worst fears were realized. 
Yes, it was Wanda, wearing only the 
skimpiest of Bikini bathing suits. She was 
clutching Johnny with all her might, and 
their lips were meeting in a_ passionate 
embrace. Her long hair fell tousled over 
her shapely shoulders. 

They weren’t aware of me. 

Sick at heart I turned and walked back 
a couple of paces. Then I stopped. Id 
have this matter out, here and now. 

“Wanda,” I called, my voice taut with 
anger. “Wanda Sekulka!” 

She and Johnny started as if they’d been 
shot. They spun around and faced me. 

“You beast,” I snapped at Wanda, 
wanting to fly at her and tear her eyes out. 
“And you, Johnny, how could you do this 
to me?” 
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Wanda just put her hands on her hips 
and smiled like a cat. Johnny was in a 
state. He rubbed his chin and forehead 
with his hand. 

“Look here, Ethel,” he said in a shaken 
voice. “I’m not going to try to justify my- 
self. I did this deliberately, but I think 
you should know why .. .” 

Wanda tossed her head. 

“He was very deliberate,” she purred. 

And I just loved it.” 

I stood there, feeling as if I were break- 
ing up inside. No one said anything for an 
instant. Finally Wanda turned her gaze on 
Johnny. 

‘Take me home, Johnny,” she said in a 
tiny voice. 

Johnny looked as if he had been struck 
by lightning. First he looked at her, then 
he looked at me. 

‘No, Wanda,” he replied in a faraway 
voice. “I’m taking Ethel home.” 

He stepped toward me. 

“All right, Johnny,” I said. “I'll Jet you 
take me home, but first I have something 
to say to Wanda.” 

“Go ahead, Big Shot,” she said in a sar- 
castic voice. 

“You may think it’s all a big joke to- 
night, Wanda, but tomorrow you'll see it 
in a different light. I just want to let you 
know that I’m going to fix it so you'll 
never get into any sorority at all. I’m 
going to fix you so that you’d wish you 
were back in a night club. Nobody will 
even speak to you. That’s all.” 

At that Wanda lowered her head. I felt 
I had scored over her. 

Johnny and I walked off silently. Twice 
he started to tell me something, but I 
wouldn’t Jet him finish. I was too full of 
dismay and pain to want to hear any more. 

How right I had been about Wanda’s not 
being our type of girl, I thought as I cried 
myself to sleep that night. 

The next morning. sick at heart over 
Johnny, I went about getting my revenge. 
[ spoke to the members of each sorority on 
campus and by the day’s end I had fixed 
things so that Wanda couldn’t get in any- 
where. She'd be a social outcast for the 
rest of her college days. As a matter of 
fact, it would be unlikely that she would 
ta} \ girl in her spot generally didn’t. 


She transferred elsewhere. 

That took care of Wanda, but it didn’t 
patch things up between Johnny and me. 
For the first time in more than two years 


he didn’t take me to lunch at the college 
cafeteria. That night he didn’t call me on 
the phone. 

I went about praying that he’d come 
back to me, but as the days went on I came 
to realize that I'd have to make the first 
move toward a reconciliation. He undoubt- 
edly thought I never wanted to see him 
agall 

Yet, much as I wanted to, I couldn't 


bring myself to apologize. To do that 
would mean that I would have to admit 
that Wanda had defeated me. I could 
never allow that. 

\ week later my torture was increased 





by the knowledge that Johnny had begun 
dating Marjabelle Sykes, a handsome girl 
who’d always had her cap set for him. 
Each night I'd sit in my room wondering 
what he and Marj were doing at the time. 
Of course, I couldn’t blame her. Johnny 
was a catch for any woman, and if he were 
on the rebound, well . . . 

Another ten days went past and still 
there was no reconciliation. I threw my- 
self into campus activities in an attempt to 
dull the shock. I started playing tennis 
every afternoon again just as I had in my 
freshman days. 

Late one Tuesday afternoon after tennis 
I went into the Women’s Gym to shower 
and change clothes. We had individual 
shower stalls, each with its waterproof cur- 
tain. 

I'd finished my shower and was starting 
out of the main shower room, a_ towel 
wrapped around me, when I saw something 
that made me stop dead in my tracks. It 
was at the third stall from the end. The 
curtain was drawn and something was 
trickling from under the curtain across the 
tiles. 

It was blood! 

I ripped back the curtain. There, half 
leaning, half slumped against the wall of 
the stall was Wanda. She was naked and 
blood was oozing from both wrists. Glint- 
ing on the floor of the stall was a double- 
edged razor blade smeared with blood. 

“Wanda, Wanda!” I screamed. 

She tried to look up. Her lips parted, 
but no sound came forth. 

I knew there was no time to be lost. I 
dragged her limp body from the stall, 
picked her up in my arms (she was sur- 
prisingly tiny and light) and carried her 
down the corridor to the dispensary. 

Thank goodness there were a couple of 
girls there along with the gym instructor, 
Mrs. Matson. We bound Wanda’s wrists, 
put a tourniquet on each arm and covered 
her with a couple of large bath towels. 
Meanwhile. Mrs. Matson had phoned the 
college infirmary and been told an ambu- 
lance was on the way. 

“Tm going to get dressed.” I said as 
soon as the call was completed. “Then I'll 
go with her to the infirmary.” 

An hour later found me standing at the 
front door to the infirmary, talking to Dr. 
Henshaw. the college phys cian. 

“She'll pull through all right,” the doc- 
tor said thoughtfully, “but she worries me. 
She keeps murmuring that no one wants 
her anymore.” 

“Ts there anything I can do?” I asked. 

“No, not now. But I’ve asked Dr. Boyd, 
the psychiatrist, to come to see Wanda 
tomorrow afternoon around four o'clock. 
We've got to get to the bottom of this sui- 
cide attempt and perhaps you can give him 
some information that will help.” 

I sighed. That was just what I was 
afraid of. Dr. Boyd would get to the truth 
sooner or later. 

That night I paced about my narrow 
room at the sorority house. I was in a ter- 
rible jam because I knew that I had been 


responsible for Wanda’s suicide try. It 
was my fault. I'd taken great pains to 
make sure that she’d never get into any 
sorority or campus organization. I’d made 
her a complete outcast. 

What was I to do? If I told Dr. Boyd 
the whole truth he’d think me a heartless 
monster. If I didn’t, Wanda might even- 
tually try suicide again and she might suc- 
ceed. 

I sat down by the window and stared out 
across the campus at the lights of the Par- 
sons Memorial Library. Slowly, the whole 
bitter truth dawned in my brain. 

My sorority and I had been terribly 
wrong in judging Wanda and all the other 
girls solely by their social standing and the 
wealth of their families. We had erred in 
counting fancy manners far more than hu- 
man worth. 

This. I saw for the first time, was prej- 
udice of the worst sort, a disgrace to the 
ideals of America. As a Negro, I should 
have been a leader in the battle against it! 
It was my duty to stand in the firing line 
in the war against prejudice of every sort. 

I had been so blind to this that only a 
near-tragedy had brought me to my senses! 

There was only one thing to do. I must 
tell Dr. Boyd the whole truth. I had to 
help him straighten out Wanda’s emotions. 
I would tell the truth, I vowed, no matter 
what people thought of me. 

Fifteen minutes later, completely weary, 
I turned out the light and climbed into bed. 
Now, at least I had some peace of mind. 
Only this wasn’t going to bring my Johnny 
back. I was going to pay the full price 
for my stupidity. 

The next afternoon after class I went to 
the infirmary and talked with Dr. Boyd. 
I told him the whole sordid, disgraceful 
story of my snobbishness and he listened 
intently. Finally, when I had finished, he 
nodded. 

“T understand perfectly, Ethel,” he said 
quietly. “It’s a common tragedy of college 
life, only usually it isn’t as spectacular as 
it is in Wanda’s case. That’s why it so 
often goes unnoticed.” 

“If only I had known earlier. If only I 
had realized.” I said. 

“The important thing, Ethel,” he replied, 
“is that you realize now. Ninety-nine per- 
cent of girls never do, never will. You 
needn't feel ashamed of yourself. You 
have done an upright, honest thing. This 
will help us straighten Wanda’s emotional 
life out. But, before I start in on a ser- 
mon, why don’t you go in and visit her? 
That will do her more good than anything 
I can say.” 

He smiled at me warmly. I felt a lot 
better, a lot cleaner inside. 

I left him sitting in the office as I walked 
down the hallway to Wanda’s room. I 
turned into the room and received a shock. 
Johnny was standing by her bed, looking 
down into her pale face. 

“Am I intruding?” I asked weakly. 

“No, no,” Wanda said in a faint voice. 
“I asked John to come see me after | 











learned that you had saved my life. I had 
something dreadful to confess.” 

She reached out and took my hand in 
hers. It was cold as death. 

Then, drawing a long breath she ex- 
plained that she had deliberately enticed 
Johnny to kiss her that night on the lake 
shore. She had told him that she wanted 
to make one of her boy friends jealous. 

“Tt was awfully hard to talk him into it,’ 
she murmured. “I wanted people to 
us so they could go back and tell you about 
it. That was to be my revenge. And then 


see 


you came along to see for yourself. [’m 
terribly ashamed of the whole thing, now.” 


I looked deep into her eyes and saw that 

was telling the truth. 

though,” she continued in a 
“IT must admit that I en- 

Then, what girl 


she 

“One thing 
lighter voice. 
joyed kissing Johnny. 
wouldn’t?” 

As she rolled her eyes sexily I laughed. 
Twenty-four hours ago it would have made 
me mad, but now I was overjoyed to see 
the first sign of her normal high spirits re- 
turning. 

At this Johnny cleared his throat and, 
shy grin on his face, started to speak: 

“T haven’t dared say a word so far, 
ea a 

I didn’t give him a finish. 
Dropping Wanda’s hand, I rushed into his 
arms. 

“Oh, darling,” 
welling into my eyes, 
terribly.” 

“Me, he whispered, “I don’t know 
how I lived through those terrible days. 
I know now I can’t get along without you.” 

Our lips met in a passionate kiss. I felt 
warm and safe in his strong arms. 

From behind us came the sound of a 
loud cough. We looked around. A grey- 
haired nurse, carrying a glass of orange 
juice on a tray, stared at us disapprovingly. 

“Well, Wanda,” I said, leaning over and 
kissing her on the forehead,” I guess that’s 
our signal to leave. But take care of your- 
self and I'll be in to see you tomorrow. 
I think I’ll have some good news for you.” 

Johnny and I left the room hand-in-hand. 
I glanced back once and saw a smile of 
peace on Wanda’s face. 

“You know, Johnny,” I said as we stood 
on the front steps of the infirmary, “there’s 
going to be a tremendous explosion at the 
Golden Circle, starting tonight.” 

He grinned: 

“T think I know what you mean.” 

“Uh-huh,” I said. “For the first time in 
history, every girl who applies to get into 
the Circle is going to be accepted if she is 
basically decent. They’re not going to be 
beaten half to death in the initiation either. 
It’s going to be some battle, too, I can see 
now. The old guard has got to be upset. 

“Yes,” he said softly, “but it will be a 
battle for the right.” 

He squeezed my hand tenderly. Look- 
ing out over the wide, rolling campus I 
noticed, for the first time in weeks, just 
how beautiful it all was—how beautiful all 


of life was. THE END 


chance to 


I cried, feeling the tears 
“T’ve missed you so 


” 
too, 


Luther 
(Continued from Page 36) 


ing, softly, perhaps an hour before, and the 
air was cool and moist and sweet; and on 
this occasion he was very high above her. 
he was twice her height. and she looked 
up, up at him; was smiling and she was 
proud; suddenly. however, they came to a 
break in the road, and to the left of them, 
right of them, developed 


she 


or perhaps to the 


a powerful light, that grew stouter and 
stouter. as they looked; then he felt a 
change within himself, a twisting and a 


wracking; he glanced at Helen—but she 
was intent upon the light, and no wonder. 


because from it was evolving a golden 
thing. a man. taller than all the trees, and 


glorious. nonchalant as the 
wind that began to blow—and Helen, his 
Queenie, started to drift to this him, to this 
thing, and Luther. to prevent it, moved for- 
ward too. and screamed—but his voice was 
like a lisp in a ste and shook his fist 
—hbut it was like and drew himself 


anonymous, 


rm; 
a dolls; 
up—but he was a Tom Thumb. 

He loved being the first to wake in the 
mornings. This did not happen often. But 
when it did, he had her to look at. and he 
would look at her as carefully as he always 
wanted to but seldom quite dared to in the 
light of her soft, her elusive, yet. for all of 
that. absolutely She wore a 
white, or blue. or peach-colored gown, with 
no frill at all. 


strong gaze. 


no ruffles or lace or ribbons 


He could not understand — her clothes 
looked smooth forever! How was that pos- 
sible? On her head. no cap, not a net; 


neither was her hair twisted into little tight 
rolls or braids. but was sort of swirled. 
Her skin was dark. There was no rough- 
He would put the covers back cau- 
callous or 


ness. 
tiously. There was no corn or 
ragged nail. Everything was right. 

She did not curl up like a kitten in the 
bed, a thing he had used to hope would 
happen. but as she slept she looked like a 
dignified child. 

Sweet. 

And some 
than her body. 
away from Chicago. 
move to a small town. 


he would more 
Perhaps they should get 
Perhaps they should 
Or out in the coun- 


day 


possess 


try. That would be good. Pick up and 
go. Get alone. He could be a farmer. If 


He could plow, 
She could get 


only he had some money. 

milk. fool around with hay. 
up early. cook him eggs and sausages or 
ham and bake him muffins. In the evening. 
supper together. She could pour his cof- 
fee.. Then they could sit out on the back 
stoop and stare happily at the red moon, 
their arms around each other (at this point, 
he saw a sort of sailor’s knot—the two of 
them knotted like that.) But even here 
the color shrivelled., the birds shot out their 
the animals began to bark 
about him and made such a stir that his 
ears rang. He cursed. For in the coun- 
try, in Kansas, in Iowa, in Wisconsin—she 
would bring her books. She would see to 
it that she had a piano. She would take 
along her crayons and watercolors and her 


wings and flew, 
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eternal papers, papers. She would find or 
form another club. 

Certain. That was a good word. He 
liked to have everything certain. Pat. Cut 
and dried. He did not like to grope. Stale 
bread could taste good, if certain, if in his 
hand, if on the way to his mouth. Here he 

straining after a piece of cake. He 
ild get close enough to bite, but every 
it would fall out of his mouth, the 
in the frosting teasing his lips as it 


She said, “We'll go out to dinner when 
they leave. The meeting will start now. The 
ib always has its refreshments first. 
[hat’s original, don’t you think?” 


He had never be- 


| {! DID not know. 
As a boy he had 


longed to a club. 


belonged to a gang, to gangs. But those 
had been thoroughly serious. They had 


not been for fun. They had not been time- 
No refreshments had been served. 
With his brothers and comrades he had 
med the West Side. Sometimes, with 

he had stolen apples, cantaloupes, 
stands, market baskets. With them, 

he had sawed through the floors of con- 
demned buildings, brought wood to Mrs. 
Roberts, for the stove. When Luther was 
he other four children younger, the 
Luther had been with- 


er had 
food for as long as twe days together. 


gone. 


He had worn patches in his pants. His 
ther had done the best she could: There 
1 been no clubs. On Easter Sundays, 
had been bright new ribbons in the 
hair. At Christmas, apples and or- 
lo this day, when “Christmas” was 
he saw oranges and apples on a sheet 

a tree. There were no clubs. 
Go wash,” said Helen, “and come back 
here and listen to the discussion. Today 
cuss Ruskin. Ruskin will interest 


What was ruskin’? What could that be? 
too shy to ask. A light girl with 
black bangs was looking at him. He 

1 for the bathroom. 

When he came back, clean, and in a 
hirt, the room was full of words. 
one was very much stirred up. It 

trange! How could they allow them- 

to get all steamed up about this 
Ruskin (for it was a man) who, a hun- 
dred years ago, it seemed, had written, it 
1, a book? When here it was 1949, 
and there was loving .to think about, or 
( se Checkers, or three-layer hambur- 


Hell! 


Or the show. Boy, he hated 


these people—they were cheating him out 
of his show. A show was part of his tra- 
litional Saturday routine; but by the time 
this gang got out, and he and Helen had 


had dinner in a restaurant, the last fea- 
ure would certainly have begun. 

Horrible words they tossed among them- 
“*Aes- 


“Fors 


“Economic determinism.” 
“Cultural 


morality.” 


Clavigera.” “Communism.” Some one— 
it was Helen!—was declaring that “in es- 
sence, at any rate, Ruskin was a Commu- 
nist”; whereupon two of the club members 
verbally rushed at her, with such ferocity 
that Luther clenched his fists: The girl 
with the long black bangs chose that time 
to look at him again. She smiled. She 
pulled her chair closer. She laid her soft 
hand upon his knee. She leaned toward 
him confidentially, so that her shoulder 
struck against his chest, and some of her 
perfumed hair caressed his cheek. 

“T don’t a bit more know what they’re 
talking about—do you,” she murmured. 
She half-closed her eyes. 

“This girl is a whore,” thought Luther. 

“Ooo—all those big words!” the girl 
murmured, sitting up straight and shiver- 
ing. “These people left me, long ago.” 

But a moment later, she tensed, then, 
there she was, fiercer than any of them, 
throwing her hair around, making her nice 
round bosom pump up and down, saying 
things like “altruism.” and “orthodoxy,” 
and “melancholia.” Her name was Jessie, 
it developed, and he was sure that taking 
her: to a hotel would be one of the easiest 
feats in the world, silken, “cultured” 
though she was. 

“Helen!” he cried. 

The company instantly gave him total at- 
Only, it was not flattering. It 
What had he been going to 


tention. 
was dreadful. 
say? 

“Uh—what is a Communist?” 

The company looked stricken. 

“Of course,” he rushed on, “I’ve heard 
about it before; I know it’s supposed to be 
something bad; but I never knew all about 
it. I wondered—I just—” 

The young blonde, he who had been will- 
ing to brush the iced coffee from Helen’s 
blouse, rallied first. and explained, very 
carefully, with great politeness and tact, 
and in terms Luther had never heard of 
before, just what, and of what significance, 
Communism was. The company went anx- 
iously back to Ruskin. 

Luther looked at Helen. She was look- 
ing at him, too. He saw her reminding 
herself of facts. “He belongs here”—“I’m 
his wife’—‘He’s all right, he’s good, he’s 
kind, he loves me” Then he heard her 
eyes say (“sure as shootin’ ”), “There isn’t 





anything to be done.” 

He got up. He would leave the place. 
He would walk in the street for a while. 
He might even go to a little dinky show 
alone. He needed to see a cowboy picture, 
one of those in which the cowboy is defi- 
nitely stronger, higher, handsomer, righter 
than everybody else. 

The world was not worth anything at all. 
The end of the sky was false. It was not 


there. There was not one thing that was 
anywhere. No one stood on anything. 


Nothing lasted, not telephone numbers or 


THE END 


anything. 


Teach 
Your Child 
To Value 
Money 


(Continued from Page 45) 





it is expedient in these times of heavy taxes 
and spiralling prices that parents give care- 
ful instruction in money values to their chil- 
dren with direct emphasis on schemes for 
saving. 

Fathers often complain that their off- 
spring do not love them, but merely regard 
them as registers with tills that slide out 
automatically upon the least hint of need 
or desire. They do not seem to know how 
to remedy this short of becoming tyrannical 
despots. The small fry’s continual “Gim- 
me, Gimme!” is often the source of great- 
est harassment in the home. 

Actually in cases like this the father and 
mother are to blame, as they are in most 
cases of child indiscretions. To correct 
spendthrift habits of a child takes a great 
deal of time and patience. It can be done. 
But a parent who sets out to do this must 
realize that it is a long, long process which 
must be geared to the child’s age and abili- 
ty to understand financial matters. 

Some parents make the mistake of over- 
burdening their children with money talk, 
so much so that the youngsters worry. 
Child experts point out that emotional mal- 
adjustment in children, particularly the 
school-age boy or girl, often stems from 
hearing disturbing talk of needed money 
and unpaid bills in the home. On the other 
hand, many children never get the inside 
story of their family’s true financial status, 
and are inclined to skip merrily along with 
the false notion that there is no bottom in 
the family store of silver and gold. 

If there is a secret to teaching a boy or 
girl the value of money, I don’t know it. 
Actually, the training is a matter of using 
common sense. Money talk must be on 
the level of the child. It should always 
be discussed on personal terms so as to 
directly concern the child. For example, 
paying off the mortgage on the home, 
though it may effect the child’s future se- 
curity, is not a good starting point. Nor 
is it wise simply to tell a child that a cer- 
tain commodity cannot be bought because 
it is “too expensive.” There should be an 
explanation why a certain item is too cost- 
ly and, perhaps, a statement as to whether 
you ever intend to buy it. 

More practical demonstration of money 
values can be readily improvised in the 
home so as to involve the child directly. 
He should understand that with a certain 
amount of money he can buy a quantity 
of apples in the store; with half or one 
quarter of the original amount, he can buy 
a comparative amount of apples. In other 
words, he should understand that money is 
used in fair exchange for goods desired. 
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This direct association with money and 
goods is the best starting point. 

Next, he might be shown that if an item 
costs $1.00 and he needs it, but only has 
50c. he must save until he has the full 
amount. Further complications of money 
matters by use of such terms as_ bank 
drafts, checks, deposits and withdrawals 
can only confuse a small child. Remem- 
ber he is only concerned with what money 
can do for him. He should be taught early 
to handle money, saving some and spend- 
ing some. For saving, the trusty old piggy 
bank is the traditional depository. Aunts, 
uncles, cousins and other visitors are gen- 
erally prone to shell out money to the 
children. Frequently, they give too much. 
Most or all of it should go into the piggy. 
These banks are cute, but they are also 
enticing; most kids at one time or another 
violate them with the blow of a hammer. 


More practical is the “cash register” type 
child’s bank, which costs slightly more 


than the easy-to-break piggy banks, but 
can be opened and closed with a key and 
which registers the exact amount deposited. 

As the child grows older and enters 
school, he will probably join the public 
schools savings program. There. he can 
save in earnest. All that is left for the 
parent to do is to encourage him to make 
weekly deposits. 

Most difficult part of teaching the saving 
habit to children is giving a good enough 
reason for putting away money. Most chil- 
dren can only see into the immediate fu- 
ture. Therefore it is difficult to explain 
purposes of setting aside money for a rainy 
day. One way and perhaps the surest to 
get a child to save, is to draw up a list of 
things that he cannot buy unless he saves 
for them. These things should be those 
which he can reasonably expect to buy. 
Saving for Christmas presents is an ideal 
starter. As the child grows older, you may 
introduce the idea of saving for vacations, 
short trips and special events. The idea 
is never to encourage the child to save with- 
out purpose. After all, most adults do not 
save without purpose. Those who do are 
usually misers who love the money itself 
rather than the comfort and security it can 
afford them. 

While teaching your child to save is, per- 
haps, the most important feature of his 
training in money handling, budgeting and 
wise spending are certainly important. too. 

This brings up several matters which 
have annoyed many generations of parents. 
One, the idea of giving a child an allowance 
and, two, the matter of paying him for 
work performed. 

If a child is given an allowance, he must 
realize at the outset that he has to live 
within the stipulated amount; otherwise, 
j there is no point in giving him a sum on 
a weekly or monthly basis. 

If your family is accustomed to buying 
the more expensive commodities, then you 
cannot expect your child to select cheaper 
items for himself out of desire to be frugal. 
He will learn to recognize flaws in cheaper 
materials almost as readily as you do. 


Sometimes, a boy needs more money 
than a girl and vice versa. A boy with a 
worthwhile hobby may require more cash 
than a child who has not settled upon a 
specific hobby. A child who likes music 
or books may spend a disproportionate 
amount of money on these things. In other 
words, an allowance, if poorly planned, can 
work a hardship on a child. And, while 
the boy who never has enough money is the 
subject of much comedy on the radio, in 
real life he can be a very unhappy indi- 
vidual, insecure and often embarrassed. 

The amount to be paid in allowance 
should be democratically worked out over 
giving consideration to 
activities for 


a period of time, 
spiralling widening 
young people to engage in, and the mental 


costs. 


development of the child. 

Some parents frankly report that they do 
not give allowances because they, not only 
work a hardship on the child, but also be- 
cause allowances need adjusting so often 
they prove impractical. Actually, the best 
solution is for each parent to try out the 
allowance technique for himself to learn 
if it can work. If it does, so much the bet- 
ter. The habit of doling out money te 
children in odd amounts and at odd times 
does nothing toward aiding his training in 
money matters. 

There are few children who Will not 
gladly scrub a floor, wash woodwork or run 
a number of errands for the privilege of 
earning money for the movies or a baseball 


game. Older children cheerfully work 
around the house to save money for a 


special date or outing. But, some parents 
do not believe it is their duty to pay a child 
for work. It is true that in most house- 
holds, there is need for “mother’s little 
helper.” fire the 
furnace, dump the ashes and trash, dash to 
the bakery, to the butcher and elsewhere. 
Girls can help mother with cooking, sewing 
and decorating. while boys can be useful 
to father in house-repairing, car-washing 
and cleaning. 

On the 
should be paid for chores, 
solve the problem through evasion. They 
give the child a cash reward for a job well 
done, but they tell him emphatically that 
he is not being paid for doing the job. 
These parents hold tenaciously to this prin- 
ciple, as they believe that the child suff- 
ciently oriented this way will not always 


someone to wash dishes, 


children 
some parents 


question of whether 


expect pay for his work. Giving a child a 
parents interpret it, is 
Be that 
as it may, the result is not always desirable, 
for the child usually completes the job ex- 
pecting compensation whether it is cloaked 


reward. as these 


simply a modern day innovation. 


in terms of a reward or pay. 

A better way to teach a child the value of 
money for work performed is to encourage 
Even the smallest 
while 


him to do outside jobs. 
boy can run errands for neighbors, 
older children can baby-sit, wash cars, mow 
lawns and work gardens. With the money 
earned, they can buy the special items they 


THE END 


need and save some too. 











Weil! Thrilling 
LOVE LETTERS 


No longer need your letters be dry, awkward 
or_ uninteresting. TO WRITE LOVE 
LETTERS is a complete book that shows you 
how everyday things can sound thrilling. It 
helps you to express your personality in every 
letter you write. This new book contains dozens 
of actual sample letters that show you just how 
to write love letters from beginning to end. 


PARTIAL CONTENTS 


How to “Break the Ice” 
How to Make Everyday Events 
Sound Interesting 
How to Make Your Sweetheart 
Write More Often 
How to Express Your Love 
How to Make (or Break) a Date 
How to Acknowledge a Gift 
How to “Make Up” 
How to Tell Him “Those Little Things” 
How to Assure Him (or Her) 
of Your Faithfulness 
How to Make Him (or Her) Miss You 
How to Propose by Letter 


| PLAZA BOOK COMPANY,L-6710 ] 
109 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y. 
| Send book ‘‘How to Write Love Letters,’’ in plain | 
wrapper on your Money-Back Offer. If not delighted | 
| with results, | may return this purchase in 10 days 
| and price will be refunded, | 
C) Send C.0.D. 1 will pay postman 98c plus postage. 
] Cl enclose 98c—send postpaid. | 


Address 
Canada and Foreign—$!.25 with order 
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OUTFIT 
UP TO DAY 


Do you want to make more 
¥ money in full or spare time .. .as 
much as $15. in a day? Then 
mail coupon below for this BIG 
OUTFIT, sent you FREE, contain- 
ing more than 150 fine quality 
fabrics, sensational values in made-to-measvre suits and 
overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, fellow- 
workers. No experience needed. You'll say it’s the greatest 

way to make money you ever saw. 


PERSONAL SUITS TO WEAR 
Pay No Money! Send No Money! 


Our plan makes it easy for you to get your own personal 
suits and overcoats without paying Ic, in addition to your 
big cash earnings. This offer is limited. Rush coupon for 
FREE OUTFIT—today! 


STONE-FIELD CORP., Dept. M-964 
532 S. betta le it Chicago 7, Ill. 


STONE-FIELD CORP. Dept. M-964 


: 532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. : 
1 Dear Sir: IWANT A MADE-TO-MEASURE SUIT l 
TO WEAR AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. 

! Rush details and Sample Kit of actual fabrics, ! 
ABSOLUTELY FREE. i 
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Earn 


BIG MONEY 


as a graduate 
PRACTICAL 
NURSE 


Train At Rail in 12 Weeks! 


The desperate shortage of nurses means Oppor- 
tunity for YOU! Earn the Lincoln Certificate 
in 12 weeks’ spare time and make high earnings 
year after year! Age, education not important. 
Earn while learning. Investigate today! 


a a Phicago, Jitinois l 
This Certifies Thar 
‘ Helen Jackson ____ 
has Satisfactorily Completed the Cincoln Institute Extension Course 
in Practical Tlursing Comprised of Teaining in Structure; J 
an arpa Diet; Medication; fra Pla) ee stand 


and Aged Patients; Facer Aid; Household Management; j and 
Orher Allied Subjects; and in Recognition Thereol is Accordingly This 


Certificate 


In Witness Whereof, the seal of fds Gsastn Cincofn 
Institute is es 




















day of _ November 
Average Price Per Lesson Only 
LINCOLN Course avellebte. — 
easiest ey pee Write f or $ 48 

- page booklet: 

=R E Ei “Careers in Nurs- 

ing.” Mail coupon! 

[the Sinoete School of Practical estan | 

Dept. T-10, 7070 N. Clark St., Chicago 26, Il. 
Rush 16-page FREE booktet ‘‘Careers in Nursing’”’ l 


NAME. 





| ADDRESS. 


|_orry STATE | 
Sacer ciao camtens Ciams coeicaamel een ciiaacaaiae Hee ane 


SONG POEMS ,"" 


SET % SMUSIC 








co Submit one or more of your best poems 

i‘ for free examination. Any subject. Send 
poem for details and information. 

* Phonograph Records Made 

* “FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS 

* 228 Beacon Bldg., Boston 8, Mass. 





Get into the Big Money! 


Sell SHIRTS 
with FREE SALES KIT 


be \ | Men Everywhere Prefer Shirts 
4 J Made by Famous BOSTONIAN 


/ W Big, old company invites you to make 











\ MORE MONEY in a business of your 
| own taking orders for high quality 
Weegee mee Shirts at low prices. Show 
big selection of dress and sport shirts 
—all styles, sizes , colors, and fabrics. 
| Market unlimited Quality and value 
| make lifetime customers for you. 
, Complete Apparel Line 
Extra profits with spectacular line of 
\BOSTONIAN man-tailored Blouses for 
\ women and misses. Also rainwear, chil- 
wen \dren’ s wear, underwear, slacks, etc. No 
Z ‘experience needed. Start spare time. 
\Elaborate, costly Sales Kit with actual 
\fabric-samples sent you FREE. 
RUSH COUPON today. 


BOSTONIAN MFG. CO., Dept. S-65, 
89 Bickford St., Boston 30, Mass. 


BOSTONIAN, Dept. s-65, | 
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How 
Club 
Women 
Should 
Dress 


(Continued from Page 21) 





Side of Chicago to the council halls of that 
great world organization. One of the first 
things that crossed my mind during the 
hectic days of preparing to go to the UN 
in the late summer of 1950 was the ques- 
tion in the minds of all women who are 
about to embark on a new and challenging 
adventure—“What will I wear?” I envi- 
sioned high level meetings with interna- 
tional dignitaries, cocktail parties with so- 
phisticates from all the world capitals. I 
could see ladies exquisitely gowned in their 
native finery. 


As an alternate delegate. I was to 
be one of ten persons to represent 150 
million Americans. [. also realized. it was 


likely that I would be regarded as repre- 
sentative of Negro women in America. You 
can imagine how important it was to me 
that I not only perform my diplomatic du- 
ties well, but that I make a good appear- 
ance too. So I set out to replenish my 
wardrobe, adding everything to it I imag- 


ined I would need. In my anxiety to be 
well-dressed, I went off the deep end. 
As soon as I arrived at the UN in New 


York City I received an avalanche of invi- 
tations to social affairs. These gatherings 
were almost as important for winning 
friends as the daytime sessions of the UN 
held at Lake Success. I was invited to a 
reception given by Secretary of State Dean 
Acheson, in the Surf Room of the Waldorf 
Astoria, another given by Mr. and Mrs. 
Nelson Aldrich Rockefeller in their Fifth 
Avenue mansion, a third tendered by Brit- 
ain’s permanent UN delegate Sir Gladwyn 
Jebb and many. many No sooner 
than I returned to my hotel from a busy 
day out at Lake Success than I had to 
change quickly and go out to one of these 
gatherings. That happened every evening. 
After the first of these experiences I began 
to view myself in a mirror. I knew I had to 
make some changes in my wardrobe. My 
frilly frocks, beaded dresses. floppy flower 
garden hats that were the height of fashion 
in my hometown circles were as out of 
place at these affairs as blue jeans at the 
opera. 

What to do? I was desperate to make a 
permanent change in my wardrobe, but I 
was too busy to take time out for shopping. 
A friend suggested a solution. While it was 
an expensive expedient, it made me prac- 
tically a new person. 


more. 


HE SOLUTION to my embarrassment 
of being overdressed was Louis des 
Champs, an affable Manhattan dress de- 
signer. He tactfully pointed out my faults 
in dressing—clashing colors, materials not 
suited to my size and stature, shoes that 


were impractical for a person with an ]g 
hour-a-day work schedule, hats that wer 
distracting to others, and so on. He they 
designed styles he thought best suited ty 
me, and brought the sketches to my Van. 
derbilt Hotel suite for approval. We argued 
often. After years of dressing the way | 
wished, it was not easy to accept his sug. 
gestions—more conservative lines. only q 
hint of color here and there. less shoulder 
padding. I was very busy with my UN 
work, burning midnight oil in order to ex. 
ecute my duties. I am afraid that I was not 
always polite to Mr. Des Champs. Some. 
times, I paced up and down rehearsing q 
speech as he and his assistant crawled after 
me on their hands and knees pinning ma. 
terial on me. 

We once had a heated dispute over what 
color a yoke should be for a simple black 
evening gown I had ordered. He said the 
material I had selected was too bright in 
color. I disagreed. I thought the contrast 
perfect. He tactfully pointed out that the 
dazzling hue would make me look twice my 
size. That did it. I was stout enough, 
put Mr. Des Champs in complete charge of 
my wardrobe. Every week he delivered a 
new garment, simple, but so satisfying that 
I could not help proclaiming that I had 
found a gem in this patient designer. From 
him, I learned that my best colors are 
black, beige and navy, that hats fashioned 
like the French beret looked better on me 
than any other type. I also learned that] 
wear knitted materials well. Today, one 
of my favorite suits, one in which I travel 
a great deal, is a knitted ribbon. I call this 
my “uniform,” because I wore it frequently 
during my recent State Department mission 
in Europe. 

But. I did not learn all about dressing 
from Mr. Des Champs. Many of the prae- 
tical hints I picked up through travel and 
association with women who have made an 
art of being well turned out sartorially. 
Allow me to share with you some things | 
have learned. 

Let’s start first with essentials, Every 
woman, no matter how small she is, should 
wear foundation garments. This means 
superior quality girdles and _brassieres. 

Another essential is a basic black dress, 
unadorned, with good lines—a dress with 
which pearls or antiques can be worn, but 
never costume jewelry. 

Good shoes are essential and a wise in- 
vestment for the wardrobe of any active 
clubwoman. The cost of sensible shoes is 
high but cheap in the long run. They stay 
in style for years, wear well, are better for 
your feet, and are practically always used 
as a barometer to measure how well you 
dress. I prefer opera pumps. They are 
never offensive and can be worn on most 
any occasion. 

An active woman needs several pairs of 
good shoes. Chiropodists tell us that a fre 
quent change of shoes is a foot health 
measure which tends to prevent corns and 
callouses that often plague the woman it 
public life. And, of course, changing you! 
footwear reduces perspiration odors. 
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Before I go any further, I would like to 
debunk the notion that a woman should not 
be seen too often in the same outfit if she 
expects to be considered well-dressed. If a 
dress or suit does something for you, I do 
not see any reason why it should not be 
worn frequently, Of course, the fact that 
all apparel must be fresh and clean pre- 
cludes wearing it every day. But. on the 
other hand, no woman should allow idle 
chit-chat to cause her to buy more clothes 
than she needs or can afford solely to re- 
ceive the empty compliment—“She never 
wears the same thing twice.” Actually, in 
my busy life, I have become so insensitive 
to wearing a costume more than once that 
| have had exact copies made of some of 
my favorite outfits so that I can wear one 
or the other of them as often as I wish. 

Proper use of cosmetics is also important 
to the woman who finds herself in the lime- 
light. Most Negro women can enjoy a 
great saving on cosmetics. They have the 
all-gorgeous skin coloring that lighter- 
skinned persons try to obtain through ar- 
tificial means. I do not wear rouge. 
However, I would not say that none of us 
should, only that rouge should be used 
sparingly. Masks of chalk white powder 
are taboo. Blends of powder, especially 
prepared for women of darker than white 
complexions, are now available. Study 
your complexion, and learn what is best 
suited to you. 

Lipstick? I love lipstick. It brings you 
to life. But, again. it must be used prop- 
erly. Lipstick can be traitorous. A shade 
used for night does not necessarily look 
good in daylight. The best solution to the 
problem of niake-up is to study your facial] 
needs over a period of time. and remember 
that the object of wearing cosmetics is not 
to lighten your skin. but to enhance it. 

A point of controversy sometimes among 
women in public life is the issue of whether 
a suit is more acceptable than a dress. 
There should be no question. Wear either 
garment you wish. I prefer dressmaker 
suits with the right sort of dickeys and 
blouses. But, a clubwoman who always 
wears a dress in preference to a suit is cer- 
tainly correct For example, Mrs. 
Eleanor Roosevelt, with whom I was asso- 
ciated daily at the United Nations, rarely 
She almost always wears a 


too. 


wears a suit. 
dress, with soft. conservative lines, no doubt 
because she is tall. 

Composition of your audience should 
definitely influence your decision of what to 
wear. If I am speaking before a men’s 
group at 11:00 in the morning. I wear a 
business suit. I would not wear the same 
attire if addressing women church leaders 
in the afternoon, or a sorority tea. 

Another point of controversy concerns 
the proper time to wear a fur coat; indeed, 
whether a fur garment is necessary in the 
wardrobe of a well-dressed woman. My 
opinion is that a fur coat is not an essential 
though most of us strive to own at least one 
during our lives. It is not possible to select 
a pelt that is exactly suitable to all occa- 
sions. Since most of us are fortunate to own 





GRAY HAIRS need worry youno more 





Wm. J. Brandt’s 
LIQUID 


HAIR COLORER 
| WILL NOT TURN HAIR REDDISH | 


Will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know it ever was gray. 
One application with a tooth brush or swab does it. No pack. No mess. 
ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME. You save time and money! No one will sus- 
pect your hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots— 
just a uniform color, if properly applied. 

IT WILL NOT RUB OFF! i: stays on several months. Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, per- 
manent waving, curling or straightening iron, nothing takes it off. You can cover any gray, no 
matter how stubborn or how caused. BLACK stays BLACK. All colors stay put. 

WONDERFUL FOR TOUCHING UP. You can put it on just where needed. Can be used 
over other dyes or where powdered hennas have been used. Women and men use Eau Denna to 
advantage. 

DOES NOT INTERFERE WITH PERMANENT WAVING. full directions in each box 
in English and Spanish. CAUTION: Use as directed on label. Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium 
Brown, Light Brown, Drab, Blonde, Auburn. (In ordering, please state color desired.) Price per 
box $3 cash with order or $3.40 COD (Including Federal Tax.) Order thru your Dept. Store, 
Druggist or direct from us. Your Money Back if Not Entirely Satisfied. 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO., Dept. T-10 
112 East 23rd Street « New York 10, N.Y. 
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‘SONG POEMS WANTED | 


Send Your Poems Today For Free Examination to 











510-E So. Alexandria, Los Angeles 5, Calif. 


Cut this ad out now and save for future reference. 


Now you can shampoo and color your hair the 
Same time with SHAMPO-KOLOR, any shade. 
No dyed look, permits permanent. Simple, cau- 
tion: use only as directed on label.—Most lasting. 
Write for Free Booklet. 
VALLIGNY PRODUCTS, INC. 
Dept. 70-T, 254 West 3ist Street, New York 1, New York 


TO BE SET TO MUSIC 


J. CHAS. McNEIL 


| 
A. B. MASTER OF MUSIC | 





















YOU MUST BE DELIGHTED 
OR YOUR MONEY BACK! 


Give your hair a chance to win you love and romance. Have 
the longest, silkiest hair you can have to thrill men’s hearts, 
for long hair attracts men. Scientific LONG AID WORKS by 
lubricating dry hair and dry scalp and the drying effect of 
hot combs, marcel irons and hair straighteners or mistreat- 
ment that may cause dangerous breaking off of hair and 
splitting ends which show up by the brushfuls as if your hair 
were coming out and which robs you of your naturally long 
hair. Let YOUR hair become normally longer and thicker 
looking—glistening lovely. LONG AID also, with massage. 
brings STIMULATION to scalp with the RICH OILS OF 
= LONG AID. Mrs. E. C. writes, “I will never 
Wnt be without LONG AID again.” Mrs. R. 
writes, “I am a hairdresser and have about 
s = 15 customers. They all want to use LONG 
AID and nothing else.” 
‘ SEND NO MONEY Do as thousands do. 
Send $1.00 plus 20c 
tax (total: $1.20) for large package of 
LONG AID postpaid. Or sent C.O.D. (in U. S. only) for 
- ste $1.20 plus 20c C.O.D. fee and 5c postage and handling 
eraey Sree (total: $1.45). Money back if not OVERJOYED. Keystone, 
Dept. TC19, Memphis, Tenn. 



























HUMANIA HAIR-DO’S 


Beautiful . . . fascinating new styles in WIGS and HAIR 
PIECES made of FINER HUMAN HAIR for women of all 
ages. Prices listed are for shades of black, off-black and 
dark brown. Mixed grey at prices quoted. 

Since 1910, selling thousands on guarantee money- 
back basis. Compare Humania's quality, styles, prices. 


No. 106. 


BRAIDED SIDE PUFFS 
Two clusters at price of 
one. Can be combed. 
Very low price, pr. $2.85 
Mixed grey, pair $3.85 
GLAMOUR 

Style 
Cc 












No. 
20 
ALL AROUNDS 
Feather cut style. Will fit 
any head, Curls are cro- 
quinoled .. . $5.95 
Mixed grey, $7.45 
LONG BOB WIG No. 1460. 
(left) Finer quality hair, 
Hand made weft. Part 
either side or center, 


$21.00 
Mixed grey, $24.00 
GLAMOUR (right) 
Has cluster of curls. 
Covers entire head. 
Low price. . . $9.95 
Mixed grey, $12.95 


No. 
290. 



























No 
50 } 


om 
BARGAIN CHIGNON 
Large. Has nylon 
net. Glamorous, 
$2.00. Mixed 
grey, $3.25 


PAGE BOY No. 290 
12” wide, about 
10” long, $4.95 
Mixed grey, 
$6.95 


No. 54.3 
| 
: 


Luxurious | 
VERSATILE ! TRIPLE CURL PAGE BOY 
a 
uae, TEE CURIS No. 51. Dressed with 
10” wide, 4” long. De-: three rows of beautiful 
signed in ‘V’ shape. Out-} curls. Double weft. 11” 
standing value...$5.952 wide. . . $3.75 
Mixed grey, $6.95 ' Mixed grey, $5.00 
State color desired, or enclose sample of your hair. 
F Write for your FREE copy Humania’s 
new illustrated Hair Style Booklet 
=e =2° == MAIL COUPON TODAY =™° == ° 


HUMANIA HAIR CO. 


BARGAIN PAGE 
BOY. 12” wide. 
Reaches ear to 
ear... $1.75 
Ex. heavy, $2.95 



























Dept. 10-F 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 








[] Send C.O.D. 1 enclose $1.00 deposit. | 
will pay balance to the postman, plus 
postage charge when delivered. 

C] |! enclose in full payment. You 
cre to pay all the postage charges. 
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YES SEE your complexion become lighter, brighter, 
Right before your eyes. 


ond blemish-free . . 
New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is unlike 
any product you ever have used before. No woiting hope- 
fully fér months to see the results you wont, With the 
improved NEVOLINE formula we guarantee you will see 
your skin grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 

Order o trial jor today! Be convinced that NEVOLINE is 
the gentle creom you hove been waiting for. In large 
2 of. jors at $1.00 each, or 3 jors for $2.00. Save C.0.0. 


costs, enclose your remittonce with order. Act nowl 


PARIS IMPERIAL 


G. P.O. Box 129, New York 1, N. Y 














even one, that one becomes an all-purpose, 
outer garment which, like any garment, 
needs a “rest” now and then. 

As I said in the beginning, we often want 
to “wow” others with our finery, and in so 
doing, we substitute splendor for simplic- 
ity. It sometimes has to do with wearing 
fur coats. I have been guilty of lugging 
my fur coat on occasions that were not 
right for such apparel. 


NCE I WAS invited to speak at a col- 
lege located in an exclusive Chicago 
“Now is the time to put on my 
But. because 


suburb. 
glad-rags.” I said to myself. 
the meeting was called for afternoon, I 
could not decide whether to wear my mink, 
which I like very much, or my _ persian 
lamb, which I like, but not nearly as much 
as the mink I worked so hard to buy. Rea- 
son dictated that I wear the less opulent 
persian lamb. 

As I ascended to the speaker’s platform 
and gazed through the audience of wealthy 
women, I was both shocked and embar- 
rassed. I was the only person wearing a 
fur coat, yet I was from the poorest area 
of Chicago, and represented a group of 
people at the bottom of the economic lad- 
der. 

I could not help recalling the saying ac- 
credited to Kelly Miller, that “Negroes.buy 
what they want but beg for what they 
need.” 

Certainly, those women owned furs too. 
My trouble was that I did not know when 
to wear mine. I can put that one on my- 
self, and chalk it up to experience. 

As I said earlier, one of the secrets of 
dressing well is exercising common sense. 
Common sense dictates that a mature wom- 
an does not wear adolescent styles. though 
many of us do and are not aware of snick- 
ers behind our backs. The most frequent 
offender of dressing younger than her years 
is the petite woman who prides herself on 
wearing a size 10. Common 
means that beaded hand bags should be 
taken only to cocktail parties that one never 
wears a formal before six in the 
evening; that costume jewelry does not 
look right with wash dresses; that perspira- 
tion stains on clothing, regardless of wheth- 
are most 


sense also 


dress 


er there is an odor or not, 
revolting. 

But. for goodness sakes. don’t let us be- 
come less active because we fear we may 
Just take precautions 
husbands, 


spoil our clothes. 
against that. Sometimes our 
many of whom are still living in the dark 
ages when it comes to judging the value of 
our work outside the home, say we women 
are merely running around in circles and 
wasting time because we have so many 
meetings to attend. I know my husband 
must have felt likewise when, in 1949, I 
boarded a plane and took a 35.000 mile 
trip around the world with the Town Hall 
Seminar visiting 17 countries and meeting 
women of many backgrounds. Since then, 
I have twice toured Europe on government 


missions. I have spoken in 17 cities in 


Germany, all the principal cities of Austria, 
Finland, Norway, Denmark, Sweden and 
Holland. 

I can tell you that this international 
travel and journeys through the U.S. has 
had a most sobering effect upon my ward. 
robe, And, because many women frequently 
travel away from home on their club mis. 
sions. I should like to offer you some tips 
on how and what I pack. For example, 
here’s what I take on a week-end speaking 
trip: a gown and negligee, preferably ny. 
lon; an informal dinner dress and _ the 
plain. unadorned dress I intend to speak in, 
I take several pairs of nylon hose. (Once 
I flew off to Iowa to speak, landed in a 
small college town on a Sunday with a run 
in my only pair of stockings. Stores were 
closed. You can imagine my embarrass. 
ment.) I always take along an electric 
travel iron, whisk-broom, small box of soap 
flakes and a box of paper cleansing tissues, 
I pack my clothes in tissue paper to mini- 
mize wrinkling. I have learned to take 
along shirt hangers, because most hotels do 
not provide them. I, also, take my own 
wash cloth, bath oil, a large bar of bath 
soap. plastic cosmetic bottles, a plastic 
raincoat. collapsible umbrella and ample 
supply of handkerchiefs. 

Now then, you may ask, what are the 
dividends of wardrobe simplicity. Is it less 
expensive? Yes and no. Sensible clothes 
with conservative lines cost no less, indeed, 
sometimes more than flamboyant creations. 
However. they wear better, remain in style 
longer and are easier to clean and repair. 
This, in the long run, lessens costs. An- 
other big advantage is that you do not need 
to buy nearly so many clothes. What will 
a note of simplicity do for you? Every: 
thing. It will enhance your natural beauty, 
and at the same time, de-emphasize your 
less attractive features. You feel at ease, 
confident that your attire is not offensive, 
that you are acceptable on all occasions. As 
for beauty—well. beauty is simplicity, as 
many of the world’s great artists have said. 

How does one achieve this desirable 
quality in clothing? First, I should like to 
stress that enlisting the cooperation of a 
designer as I did is not necessary. I was at 
a point of desperation when I arrived at the 
UN and discovered that my more gaudy 
clothes were out of place. Actually, an 
earnest shopper can find ready-made clothes 
with good, conservative lines in most rep- 
utable stores. There is a greater demand 
for them than you might suspect. A gra- 
cious salesperson will show them to you 
when you insist that your clothes must be 
in that category. Allow plenty of time to 
shop. Take advantage of end-season sales 
(better clothes do not go out of style in 
one season) ; make long range plans from 
one season to another. Guard against se 
lecting extremes in styles. They are usually 
only good for one year. 

A young woman asked me recently if ! 
would dress the same way as I do now if I 
were not in public life. My answer: “Yes 
I would, now that I know better.” 


THE END 
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nation, which I should have known was a 
warning of trouble to come, I realized that 
I had left the kitchen spic and span with 
not a thing out of order. This envelope! 
Swiftly I went to the table and picked it 
up. My heart beat double-time as I recog- 
nized David’s big, uneven scrawl. 

“T’ve left,” David had written. “I’m tired 
of being a sucker. If you just had to see 
your boy friend—the one with the Chrysler 
—every night, you might have been smart 
enough to cover up a little better. I'll pick 
up my clothes the end of the week.” 

No. It wasn’t a nightmare. There, right 
in front of my eyes was the scribbled note. 
My sentence. The death sentence to the 
love that had been gay, so hearty, so 
ideal—only a year ago. 

We had met when David, big and swag- 
gering and smooth dark brown, strode into 
the little roadway coffee shop a mile or so 
eut of the city where I was employed as a 
waitress on the night shift. I remember 
looking into the clear brown eyes of this 
immense truck driver who carried himself 
with such assurance and who gave me a 
wide, appealing grin as he sat down on the 
stool. He was friendly, not fresh, so I 
didn’t give him the sophisticated, smart- 
alec treatment which I had learned to adopt 
as a protection against the numerous truck- 
driving and motorist Don Juans who made 
the shop a regular stop. David was friend- 
ly all right—until I spilled the coffee on 
, him. 


so 





FTEN, IN LATER DAYS, we laughed 


about that, David telling me he had 
upset me so that I became nervous. That 


Or I might 
At any rate, 


might have been the reason. 
have been hurrying too much. 
it was no laughing matter when it hap- 
pened. I was setting the cup down, smil- 
) ing at the way he was staring at me so in- 
{ tently. The cup tipped over and the hot 
liquid ran over the counter edge and right 
into David’s lap. 

“You stupid little fool,” he 
j“Can’t you even put a cup down on a 


shouted. 


"ft counter without scaldi i 

I scaiading someone! 

i He strode out of the shop. Seconds later, 

‘oe I heard him gunning the gas, roaring off 

in | down the road. 

- I turned to Clarence, the manager. 

se “My gosh,” I said hotly, “he didn’t have 

lly I be so insulting about it. It was only an 
accident.” 

fl “Accident?” Clarence demanded. “Such 

fI § accidents shouldn’t happen. Why I could 

es, Bbe sued. You should be more careful. Do 
you realize. ... Why what are you doing? 


iD 





Clarence stared at me in disbelief as I 





began untying my uniform. I had come to 
a sudden decision. I was quitting. To- 
night’s incident had just brought to a cli- 
max the nagging bossiness Clarence had 
subjected me to for two years. We had 
fallen out with each other a week after I 
began working for him because I refused 
to “be nice to the as he put it. 

“Tl take my pay. Clarence,” I said, 
deadly calm. “I’m sick of you, this place 
and your customers.” 

It was so pleasant spending the next few 
days in utter freedom from alarm clocks, 


boss.” 


not having to worry about what of my 
small wardrobe I could wear to work, 


spending the better part of the day in bed 
in order to be fresh for work at night. But 
this freedom couldn’t go on, of course. I 
knew that I was going to have to get out 
and locate another job. In the two years 
I’'d been working at the shop, I’d never 
been able to save anything substantial. 
There were five other kids in my family, all 
younger than I. I'd always helped out at 
home as much as possible. 

Just when I was getting really desperate 
about the situation (there were so few half- 
way decent jobs open in our community) 
David came back into the picture. I had 
just walked dejectedly out of the front 
door of an employment agency (“Nothing 
at all today, Miss!”) and was crossing 
Main Street. I heard the dying roar of a 
truck motor, the screech of brakes. 

“Hey, * a voice shouted. 

I turned indignantly at this familiar 
greeting in an unfamiliar voice. There in 
the cab of a huge truck sat David. He was 
grinning at me. 

My first impulse was to toss my head and 
keep going. Then I had the urge to tell 
him off. I walked back to the curb. 

“You've got your nerve speaking to me, 
Mister.” I told him. “You were the cause 
of my losing my job.” 

The smile froze on his lips. 

“Why, that dirty he began. He 
climbed down out of the truck. “You know, 
I just don’t know what to say. I came back 
to the shop a couple of nights ago to apol- 
ogize for blowing my top like I did. That 
jerk told me you were on vacation.” 


you, 


“Some vacation,” I answered bitterly. 
But the bitterness was pretty false. I was 
impressed by the sincere concern in David’s 


I-didn’t-mean-to-do-it look. 
he said, as if with a 
“T made you lose your 


the 
“Tell you what,” 
sudden inspiration. 


eyes, 


job. I think I can get you another one. 
Don’t look suspicious. I’m not kidding, 
honey. Now listen.” 


It seemed there was an opening in the 
office out of which David worked. They 
needed a clerk. The last girl had become 
pregnant and her husband didn’t want her 
to come back after the birth, 

My life, 
of existence, 
ing from that day on. 


which had been a humdrum sort 
became sparkling and fulfill- 
David called for me 
every morning when he wasn’t out of town 
on a long haul. We lunched together daily. 
Having a date with anyone but him was un- 
thinkable to me. Six months flew by, six 
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DON’T LET UGLY 


PIMPLES 


RUIN YOUR LOOKS 


Why neglect an externally-caused pimply, 
broken-out, blotchy skin that nobody loves to 
touch. Get Poslam Ointment—apply this 
wonderful medication tonight—then, examine 
your skin in the morning! Check the results you 
get after just one application of Poslam. 


Contains 9 Ingredients! 


Because Poslam Ointment contains all NINE 
OF THE INGREDIENTS well known to skin 
specialists, it works faster, more effectively to 
help you to a finer, clearer, lovelier complexion. 
Apply it after washing with non-alkali Poslam 
Soap, it must delight you or your money back. 
Fast-acting Poslam Ointment costs only 60c at 
drug stores. 
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display case filled 
with cosmetics, 
medicines and 
household ne- 
cessities. Make 
big money show- 
ing to friends. 
No experience 
needed as I 
show you how. 


START AT MY RISK 


Greatest starting offer. Write for free 


sample case offer to Lucky Bob Thomas, 
Dept. TC89 


400 Mulberry, Memphis, Tenn. 
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NELLIE LUTCHER 


Yes, if you want really straight hair 
that’s soft and natural-looking ... 
that can be combed or dressed in any 
style without heavy greasy dressings 
. join the many thousands of men, 
women and children who use Perma- 
Strate—the original and world’s larg- 
est selling cream hair straightener! 
Sold on a money-back guarantee. 


PERMA-STRATE 


AT DRUGGISTS, $2 plus tax. If drug- 
at can't supply, order from Perma- 
trate Co., 271 Vance Ave., Memphis, 
Tennessee. 





More People Use Perma-Strate 


Straightener in the World! 








STRAIGHT HAIR! 


Than Any Other Cream 


*% One easy application 
lasts 3 to 6 months! 


*& No Burn, No Redness! 
* No Scalp Irritation! 

* No Greasy Waxy Look! 
% No More Hot Combs! 

* Saves Time and Money! 














Use 


LIQUID POMADE by Perma-Strate to complete hair care after straighten- 
ing your hair with Perma-Strate Hair Straightener. 
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in your spare time to prepare for 
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happy months that seemed like one long 


idyllic date. I was so much in love with 
David and life was rich and wonderful be. 
cause he was tender and devoted. 

One night, when David delivered me a 
my door, he switched off the motor and 
turned to me with a look of adoration jp 
his eyes. 

“You know. Doris.” he told me frankly, 
“When I first met you. I had this attitude: 
here’s a sharp babe who I can run with and 
really enjoy myself. But. you know, I don't 
think like that any more. honey. I love yoy 
truly. I want to have you around all the 
rest of my life. Doris, I want you to marry 
me.” 

Dad’s surprise gift for us was sensa- 
tional. He had cajoled a real estate friend 
of his into finding us an honest-to-goodness 
five room apartment—without any under. 
the-table rent or bonuses. 

The apartment was the climax of my 
lovely dream. For, as long as I could re. 
member, my ambition had been to have a 
place all my own, no matter how small, a 
place to furnish and decorate the way | 


wanted. 

_ MY DREAM lost some of its rose 
tints the day after our wedding when 

David and I had our first serious disagree. 

ment. 

All along, David had been emphasizing 
to me that he wanted me to leave my job 
after we were married. I had argued with 
him about this. pointing out that it was 
ridiculous for me not to work while we 
were starting out in life together and had 
so little to work with. David’s salary was 
just an average one and not anything too 
comforting in these days of high prices and 
taxes. But he had insisted that it was a 
basic principle with him that a woman's 


place was in the home. regardless of what 


financial sacrifice might be involved. 

I argued. begged and pleaded, but all to 
no avail. I was genuinely alarmed to dis- 
cover that David did not intend to budge 
from his position. Never mind, I told my- 
self. He'll come around. I won't push the 
argument now. 

But David never did “come around.” And 
I never felt quite satisfied about that. He 
seemed trying to make up for his stubborn 
refusal by bringing home every possible 
cent and taking night and weekend jobs. 
We progressed as well as any young mar- 
ried couple could be expected to and better 
than some—for we cooperated in budgeting 
our money. 

David's long and irregular hours were 
destroying the companionable relationship 
which had been so big a part of our life. 
He had been assigned to short day-time 
runs and had taken a part time job four 
nights a week. He spent another evening, 
sometimes two “with the boys.” 

“Guy's got to have some relaxation.” he 
explained to me. “I like to get out aud play 
some poker or go to a fight. Guess you'll 
admit I work hard enough, huh honey?” 

I was torn between a fear of being unre 
sonable and resentment that David couldat 
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| yearnings of a frustrated wife. 


7 
of a ballet dancer, 





find his relaxation with me. A sense of 
deep injustice began building up inside of 


The long hours without David home 


me. 
hung heavily. There just wasn’t enough 
to do. I got interested in the local Red 


Cross canteen and joined an afternoon 
bridge club, but these activities still weren’t 
enough to fill the void. 

Finally, three years after we had been 
married, the feeling between David and 
myself began to exhibit itself in more and 
He kept after me to 
I answered 


more obvious ways. 
tell him why I had changed so. 
him with sarcastic remarks and cutting in- 
sults, I wanted to explain. But I was hurt 
that David was so blind that he couldn't see 
I was eating my heart out with loneliness. 
Soon I began to brood and suspect. 

David began staying out more often and 
coming home later and later. 

Night after night, I stood at my window 
gazing down into the street, wondering if 
my husband was unfaithful to me. 

One morning about four o’clock, he came 
in, looking dead tired. All the suspicion 
and resentment in me boiled over suddenly. 

“Where have you been. David?” I de- 
manded in a trembling voice. 

He looked at me with the eyes of a stran- 
ger, eyes filled with hatred. 

“What difference does it make to 
where I’ve been?” he shouted. “You don’t 
care and you know it. I’ve been about my 
business and you can go about yours.” 

It was the first time any such bitterness 
I was stunned 


you 


had ever passed between us. 
beyond speech. The quarrel went on for 
leng angry minutes. When we were fin- 
ished, we were exhausted, weak, staring at 
each other as if we wanted to kill, to man- 
gle. I remember vividly my last defiant 
words before I went into the bedroom and 
locked the door, leaving David to sleep on 
the couch. 

“T’ll go about my business all right.” I 
told him. “You think I’m supposed to sit 
caged up in this miserable little apartment 
and be your slave when you come home. 
Well, I’m going to live from now on. T’m 
going to have fun and I don’t care what I 
do to have it.” 

That was the beginning of a long armed 
truce between David and myself. At first 
my spare-time activities outside home 
were strictly innocent. I went to parties 
and dances with couples I knew. That 
lasted up until the time I met Eddie. 

Eddie Henderson was the answer to the 
He was 


my 


He danced with the smoothness 
He had the hard. clean 
good looks which make men models for 
magazine ads. His the kind 
which made you feel like melting. 

Eddie was different. Or, at least, he 
seemed so the night of the dance where I 
met him and during the weeks thereafter 
when I fell madly in love with him. He had 
come to sit down at my side and introduce 
himself to me in such an irresistibly charm- 
ing manner that I couldn’t resent it. We 
chatted easily. We seemed completely ob- 


exciting. 


eyes were 


livious to the gaily dancing couples around 


The couples 
who wandered back to the 
table between dances, gazed at us curiously. 


. the rhythm of the music. 
in my party, 


HE DANCE was the beginning of our 
undercover relationship. Eddie was cer- 
tainly one of the most interesting men I had 
He was gentle and confiding. He 
to get his 
He was 


ever met. 
was ambitious to make 
break and leave his factory 
studying engineering at night. 

Something made me hold out when Ed- 


progress, 


job. 


die’s kisses reached the searing passion 
point. Something made me want to keep 
from committing the ultimate sin against 
my marriage vow. And yet 


Sitting in the quiet kitchen. my thoughts 
travelled swiftly back to the past. There 
wouldn’t have to be any question now. Cer- 
David had left. 
cisive would happen. Certainly, he would 
be willing to divorce me or to Jet me seek 
my own freedom. He didn’t care any more. 

What was the use? I had lost him and 
now I could never again bear to see Eddie, 


tainly. since something de- 


to hurt him as I was hurt. 
I went to bed and, just from sheer, agon- 
izing fatigue. finally fell asleep as the palest 


of all mornings streaked across the sky. 
Going to bed with tragedy isn’t half as 
bad as waking up with heartbreak. In the 


morning. I was like a person lost. For want 
of something to do, something to occupy my 
frantic mind. I fell into the old pattern of 
activity I had observed as a faithful wife. I 
went about the apartment, not just straight- 
ening up as I had been for long 
weeks, but lovingly, sadly making the place 
a home again—the home it had been for us 
when I loved it and when David loved me. 

I worked like a person possessed. I had 
heart 


doing 


keep moving so the ache in my 
wouldn’t be so sharp. 

At noon the sound of a key 
set my heart pounding madly. David has 
back for his things. I thought. God. 
keep me from hurting him again. Don’t let 
Let me accept his 


in the lock 


come 


me say an unkind word. 
hurt accusal. 


angry. 

The door opened. My eyes almost bulged 
out of my head when I saw David—and 
Eddie together in the doorway. They came 
in slowly. David came straight to me and 
took me in his arms. 

“Come on in, Eddie.” he said over his 
shoulder. “Have a seat.” Then to me: 
“Darling. a miracle has happened. After 


I left here last night I was crazy mad. | 
wanted to kill this guy who’d been running 
around with you. Finding out who he was 
and where I could locate him was easy. 
Anything’s easy for a man frantic with love 
and desperation.” 

He half-turned and smiled at Eddie. 

“But you know what happened, Doris? 
When I found him, I found out that I didn’t 
want to kill him. In fact. he stopped me 
cold in his tracks. First, he admitted that 
that you and he had been 
Then he told me it was 


he loved you, 
going out together. 
all my fault.” 
“Your fault?” 
Eddie in amazement. 


I gasped, turning toward 


| 
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FREE FOR ASTHMA 


If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 
and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
because of the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
— at once to the Frontier Asthma Company for 

FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA 
MEDIC INE, a preparation for temporary symp- 
tomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. 
No matter where you live or whether you have 
faith in any medicine under the sun, send today 
for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. 
FRONTIER ASTHMA Co. 162-T Frontier Biono. 
462 Niacara Sr. Burrato 1, N. Y. 


Strangled by 






10 DAY TRIAL O FER! 


If you suffer from terrible bronchial asthma 
paroxysms from coughing, wheezing, chok- 
ing and gasping for breath ... write today for 
daring 10 Day Trial Offer of famous formula 
used for over 35 years by bronchial asthma suf- 
ferers. Happy users report results like these: 


“Thank God for NACOR” 


Thank God for your wonderful med- 
icine. Before I started taking Nacor 
1 would wake up coughing, choking, 
wheezing and gasping for breath. I 
am now able to do my work, sleep all 
night and breathe easier. 

Mrs. Vester L. Price, 
_— Tennessee 


“Can Work and Sleep” 


Nacor is wonderful. I was very sick 
with attacks of bronchial asthma and 
I tried one bottle. It helped me somuch 
I got three more. Now I can do all my 
work, and I can sleep at night. 
Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson, 
Virginia 


“dl 
WHY DON’T YOU TRY NACOR? Just send 












your name and address today for daring 10- 
DAY TRIAL OFFER. No matter if you con- 
sider your case hopeless, write today. 


NACOR, 76-G State Life Bldg., Indianapolis 4, Ind. 
8l 
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Crown gives more Luster Action. Genuine imported Olive Oil and other fine ingre- 
i dients are used in Royal Crown to help keep your hair soft, smooth and natural 
looking. That's why Royal Crown is America's Favorite Hair Dressing. 


\ROVAL CROWN HAIR DRESSING / 


) Royal Crown Hair Dressing adds sparkling new beauty to your hair because Royal 

















DON’T LET UGLY 


PIMPLES 


RUIN YOUR LOOKS 


Don’t neglect an externally caused pimply 
»ken out skin that nobody loves to touch! 
»ply wonderfully medicated Poslam Ointment 
1ight—check resu/ts next morning after just 
e application! 

Poslam contains all 9 ingredients well known 
skinspecialists—works faster, moreeffectively 
help you to a finer complexion. Apply it after 
ishing skin with non-alkali Poslam Soap. At 
uggists everywhere—costs so little. 
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Twin Glamour Twist Buns 






OnLy $3.95 


win Glamour Twist Write 


worn 

Suns may be ° Today! 
as shown, or as 

hignons, Braids, or several other ways. 


yst send color of hair or sample for perfect 
match. Pay on delivery plus few cents postage. 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, Inc. 
Dept. YT-10, Brooklyn 23, New York 
Send for 1952 Hair Style Chart FREE. Be First 








WHAT'S 
ALL THIS 
TALK 

ABOUT 


i 8: KINSEY REPORT? 












Enos FREUD TO KINSEY is offered here for only 
$1. The Kinsey Report is the most extensive investiga- 
in into sexual behavior in America, It broke like @ 
bombshell! If the public code of morals were strictly en- 
forced, according to Kinsey, 95% of the active male pop 
ulation would have to be put away. Actual figures are 
given on sex practices and sex t site ions existing on dif- 

a new book ex 


ferent age levels among ial Q 
plaining the Kinsey Report—FR OM T RE C D TO KINSEY. 


NEW FACTS ABOUT YOURSELF 


Things previousty not talked about now appear ide 
spread and common, For people who are tortured with 
shame, startling new information is available. Many 
divorces may be averted and broken families saved with 
this new knowledge. This amazing book also presents 
other vital 20th century sex studies. Works of Freud, 
Ellis, Stopes. Sanger and others are explained in simple, 


non-technical language 

ORDER ON APPROVAL 
Order FROM FREUD TO KINSEY in plain wrapper for 
10 days’ FREt examination, If not thoroughly satisfied, 
return for immediate refund of complete purchase price. 
Don’t wait! Act now! 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL « MAIL COUPON NOW 
PLAZA BOOK CO., Dept. K9410, 
109 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y. 1 
Rush FROM FREUD TO KINSEY in plain wrap- 
| per for 10 DAY FREE TRIAL. If not satisfied, I § 
get my purchase price refunded at once. 


i O Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $1.98 plus postage. q 


1 O I enclose $1.98. You pay all postage. ! 
SIN scsbdetsodudiesecbibeoteersieneses scovasbldaseleivsdéeseccoonin eae atsiegedes 
I isccnccresicomsrcssssonionnianees ote eacnsaliaie 
City........ Zone........ a 





Canada & Foreign—No C.0.D.—Send $2.50 





“Yes, Doris,” David insisted. “You see 
Eddie has a theory that a good woman like #iyig 
you doesn’t even look like she’s going to WWE 
play around unless there’s a really compell- BAY 
ing reason. I don’t know how he ever man: sat 
aged to calm me down enough to talk to " 

‘ accent 
me, but he did and he told me the facts of HAR} 


life; made me admit what I had done to 
drive you away from home and from my 
love.” 

“T know a lot about this subject.” Eddie 
chimed in. “I’ve been reading up on it re- 
cently—reading some articles by some of 
these real smart guys about how to make a 
marriage work. The experts say that the 
average wife who stays at home resents 
being just a housewife. They say that even 
pitching in and helping her with work 
around the house when you’re at home 
doesn't make up for it. That just empha- 
sizes more the fact that she has the hum.” 
drum job of being a housekeeper. A woman ’ 
wants companionship and not what some | , 
husbands think is companionship: the hus. 
band who reads a newspaper and grunts 
“un-huh” to everything his wife has to say. 

She wants to know what happened on the 


job that day. She wants to know why he’s ~ 
feeling badly. what has happened to him. § 
“And one of the most important things a FP=s 


woman wants—and that’s what you forgot, 
David — recreation and relaxation and 
not always with her husband. She has a 
job just as he has one. She wants time 
worked long. hard 


off too. David, you 
hours, it’s true. but you did have a lunch 
hour off. You did have companionship 


from the people who worked with you. 
What did Doris have? Nothing but pots 
and pans and mops and dusters and wait- 
constantly waiting for you to come 
home—so she could do some more work to 
feed you and keep you comfortable. 

“A wife should be able to have time off— 
a night off now and then or even regularly 

to play bridge—to go to the movies with 
a woman friend or a group of friends. I 
think wives should tell their husbands where 
they are going when they go out—just asa 
matter of courtesy. But just as husbands 
resent being checked up on, I think wives 
rightfully object to being asked for an ac- 
counting. People who don’t have faith in 
each other shouldn’t be living together. If 
they have faith, they can trust each other.” 

Eddie stood up and a very small smile 
twisted his lips. 

“I’ve lectured long enough,” he said. “I 
guess I'll be shoving along. I won't be 
seeing you folks again for obvious reasons, 
but I hope you never make the same mis | 
take again, David.” 

He walked slowly out the door. 

| belong completely to David again but 
do you blame me if in a tiny corner of my 
heart there is a soft spot for the man with 
whom I almost wrecked my marriage—and 
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Prepaid « 
0.0. charg, 


urges. 


Style No. 





who was gallant enough to hand me back a ie... 
chance at lasting happiness. David doesnt J») 
blame me for that. — 
THE END 
‘ 





see 
like BQO CEE Rea 
o to MURR SUE eUlL ES 
nell. UM a eS 
Note: tinied waist, 
aunty hip line, button 
AOR accents. Rayon suiting 
s of Beaune 


1an- 


ee Sizes: 12-20 
my 
idie 8 
re- 
of 
; Sizes: 38-44 
9.98 
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Style No. 9060—Romantic 

as candlelight—the soft 

and pretty lines that 

make yours a dream 
Draped cre 

dramatically acce 

with delicate lace 

over palest satin. 

For important 

occasions! Lace- @ 

lovely rayon crepe © 

in black or navy. 


Sizes: 12-2 


}* 


| ZS cacdirgy fathite- 


599 Broadway, New York 12,N Y 


a Dept. 10-102 
Prepaid orders add 30° for postage and handling. You save 


$0.0. charges. If C.0.D. you pay price plus postage and C.0.D 
orges. 


Style No. { “Size | __1st Color Choice 














Style No. 510—Luscious 
roses caught in a fragile 
web make a Startlingly 
beautiful print for this 
year around dress. 
Exquisitely fashioned 

of rich rayon crepe 

in black, navy, 

pink, aqua. 


Sizes: 9-17 
10-20 
98 


Sizes: 38-50 


fe 








Style No. 8013—Gigantic 

Pocketeer in quality 

rayon faille. Saddle 

stitching that makes 

pockets look fathoms ; ‘ 

deep! Comes with aie Sizes: 9-17 
self belt and r § 10-20 
printed scarf. In C : : , 

grey, royal blue : df Ee 98 
and mauve. o. rae 


Sizes: 38-50 
9.98 
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BOTH regular and king-size 
Chesterfields are premium qual- 
ity cigarettes and come in the 
smart white pack. 

BOTH contain only those proven 
ingredients that make Chester- 
field the best possible smoke: the 
world’s best tobaccos, pure, more 
costly moistening agents (to keep 
them tasty and fresh), the best 
cigarette paper that money can 
buy—nothing else. 

BOTH are much milder with an 
extraordinarily good taste and, 
from the report of a well-known 
research organization — no un- 


pleasant after-taste. 


BOTH are exactly the same in all 
respects. There is absolutely no 
difference except that king-size 
Chesterfield ‘s larger—contains 
considerably more of the same 
tobaccos—enough more to give 
you a 21% longer smoke, yet 
costs little more. 


Rol PREMIUM 


Puy CHESTERFIELD Much Milder 


CHESTERFIELD 












* 
CONTAINS TOBACCOS 
OF BETTER QUALITY & 
HIGHER PRICE THAN ANY 
OTHER KING-SIZE 

CIGARETTE 




























ASK YOUR DEALER 
FOR CHESTERFIELD — 
EITHER WAY YOU 
LIKE "EM 
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GARETTES 
ij\ 


LIGGETT & MYERS TOBACCO co 


aay 


Coarerres 


LIGGETT & MYERS TOBACCO Co 
































